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FOREWORD 


HE  world  of  my  childhood  has 


passed  away.  Puritanism,  with 
its  virile  asceticism,  its  restrained  but 
lofty  and  concentrated  fervor,  is  not 
only  obsolete  but  misunderstood.  Puri- 
tan .Andover,  once  a  leader  in  missions, 
theolo^^y,  and  religious  Hfe,  by  clinging 
too  long  to  ancient  good,  has  in  great 
measure  lost  its  ascendency,  and  is  at 
last  wisely  turning  to  new  fields  of 
labor.  Tliere  are  few  left  now,  of  the 
world  that  is  gone,  to  interpret  l^uritan 
Andover  to  the  new  world  of  to-day. 
No  formal  interpretation  is  attempted 
liere  ;  the  memories  of  an  ^Vndover 
childhood,  as  they  have  been  sifted 
by  fourscore  passing  years,  are  {)lainly 
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written  down,  in  the  hope  that  these 
simple  facts  of  our  every-day  hfe  may 
carry  with  them  some  message  warm 
from  the  heart  of  that  once  hving  and 
vigorous  age. 

S.  S.  R. 
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I.    ANDOVER  HILL 

^VxDovEu  Hill!  are  there  many  still 
living,  I  wonder,  vdio  know  what  those 
Avords  meant  in  the  old  days?  Pisgah, 
the  Anniversary  diseonrses  used  to  eall 
it,  or  Sinai,  or  the  Hill  of  Zion,  where 
Siloalfs  brook  did  How  fast  by  the 
oraeles  of  God.  Oh,  they  used  to 
compare  our  Hill  to  every  height  men- 
tioned in  the  liible,  —  exeept,  of  course, 
tlie  mountain  of  the  temptation! 

It  was  not  that  our  Hill  was  so  very 
lofty:  it  was  high  enough  to  afford  wide 
views  of  ])lain  and  river  and  distant  de- 
lec'labk'  mountains;  high  enough  to  get 
the  full  glory  of  sunrise  and  sunset  and 
of  the  nightly  hemisphere  of  stars;  high 
CTKMigh,  also,  to  reecM'vc  the  purifying 
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and  flesh-r.iortifying  sweep  of  all  the 
long,  cold  winds  of  winter,  lint  when 
they  called  it  Pisgah  and  Zion,  they 
had  rather  in  mind  the  presence  there  of 
Andover  Theolocfical  Seminary,  which 
was  set  on  a  hill  in  men's  thoughts  as 
is  no  similar  institution  in  these  widely 
different  days. 

On  that  broad-topped  hill  there  was 
a  row  of  three  severely  rectangular  brick 
buildings,  extending  north  and  south; 
a  long,  wide  common,  with  lines  of 
young  elms  along  the  straiglit,  gravel 
walks;  and  o})])().site  the  SeniiiKiry 
buildings,  on  the  oihcv  side  of  the  com- 
mon, a  row  of  simple  l)ut  dignified 
wliite  colonial  houses  where  llir  i)ro- 
fessors  lived.  l?ehind  these,  and  slrc'leh- 
ing  olV  low  Mi'd  \hr  brow  of  [hv  1 1 ilb  ^vc  I'c 
the  ^vide  firlds  and  gardens  where  the 
sacred  plow  employed      tliose  "  :n\  I'nl 
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fathers  of  iiiankiiul  "  —  through  the 
hired  man.  There  were  also  on  the  Hill 
the  reeitation-hall  of  IMiillips  ^Veadeniy, 
and  a  few  other  huildings;  hut  the 
heart  of  Old  ^Vndover  was  the  Semi- 
nary Common,  over  whieh  trod  intent 
hlaek  figures,  ])asslng  hetween  ehapel 
and  home  or  dormitory. 

Severely  plain  and  utterly  quiet  An- 
dover  was,  i)ut  it  Avas  not  stagnant. 
The  tides  of  intelleclual  life  ran  strong 
and  high.  The  sense  of  heing  a])()ve  and 
aloof  resulted  there  in  a  feeling  of  proud 
responsi])ility  and  zeal  for  serious  work. 
Professors  and  students  alike  felt  them- 
selves anointed  kings  and  priests,  with  a 
momentous  task  to  perform  for  the 
world.  They  did  not  (juite  tliink  their 
^iount  Zion  the  joy  of  the  \\h()le 
eartli,"  ])ut  Ihcir  tlioughts  eertainly 
tended   in   lliit  direction. 

__ 
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In  1810  my  father  was  called  to  An- 
dover  from  a  pastorate  at  New  Haven, 
to  be  professor  of  Greek  and  Hebrew; 
and  tliere  most  of  his  children  were  born. 
The  liill,  with  its  gvciit  conmion,  its 
severe  buildings,  its  monastic  human 
figures,  made  up  our  whole  child  world. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  we  strayed  as  far 
as  Indian  Ridge  or  the  banks  of  the 
Shawsheen  at  Abbott's  Village;  but  such 
rare  excursions  merely  accentuated  our 
seclusion.  Our  only  associates  were  the 
other  Ilill  children,"  sons  and  daugh- 
tc^rs  of  })r()l'ess()rs  and  of  the  i)riiieip:d  of 
the  i\eadeniy,  with  now  and  tlien,  as  a 
riire  exception,  some  favored  AcaiUiuy 
boy.  \\  c  never  went  to  ihv  circus  or  to 
dancing-school:  but  \\e  were  always  cx- 
j)'v'ctc(l  to  take  our  silent  and  attrnli\c 
])art  in  ^^hate^■e^  \\(*nt  on  of  ser\  ices  or 
C(  U  brations  >\  ilhin  those  studious  walls. 

— 
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The  buildings  upon  the  Iiiil  furi:iL\l 
so  characteristic  a  setting  Tor  our  life, 
that  I  will  try  to  j)ieture  them  soinew  hr.t 
in  (letaiL  The  middle  one  of  the  three 
Seminary  huildings,  which  Vv'c  called 
the  Cdiapel,  looked  very  much  ;is  it  does 
to-day,  except  that  instead  of  tlie  pres- 
ent tower  it  had  a  small  round  cupola. 
It  was  in  those  days  divided  iiito  tliree 
stories  instead  of  two,  as  now,  tlie  floors 
having  since  heen  shifted,  and  the  win- 
dows of  tlie  middle  story  blocked  u]). 
This  building  had  many  uses.  On  the 
right,  the  chapel  filled  the  lower  stor\'; 
and  above  was  the  lil)rary,  which,  wilh 
its  l)ooI;s,  ])oi'traits,  and  busts,  was  a 
most  attractive  place.  'I'he  left  sidc^  of 
the  building  was  occupied  by  recitation- 
rooms. 

The  dormitories,  iV])b()tt  r.nd  l^arlK  tt 
ITalls,   though    (^xtern;dl\'    \'e]-v  mneh 
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^vluit  they  are  at  present,  by  their  do- 
mestic arranf^enients,  or  by  the  a])sencc 
of  such  things,  conduced  to  a  Spartan 
siniphcity  of  hfc  and  character  on  tlie 
part  of  the  students.  There  was  no 
water  in  the  buihhngs;  the  young  men 
must  ])ring  it  in  their  pitchers  from  out- 
side. There  was  no  steam  heat;  they 
must  tend  their  own  stoves,  carrying 
their  fuel  from  a  wood-pile  whicli  at  first 
was  not  even  protected  from  the  rain 
and  snow,  up  the  steep  flights  of  stairs 
to  their  rooms.  They  had  to  make  theii* 
ov/n  ])eds,  do  their  own  sweeping,  and 
fill  their  own  lam])S.  l?ut  there  ^^•as 
little  com])laint  among  the  thcologucs  of 
eighty  years  ago.  They  had  donc^  tlic 
same  things  in  college^:  and  most  of 
them  had  been  in  tlu^  ha])it  of  ])(M'f()rm- 
ing  similar  oHiees  at  home.  That  ih(^sc 
li.'M'dslii  ps,    wliicli    sln(](Mits    of  lo-dny 
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would  (]()ul)tlc'ss  think  severe,  did  no 
harm  to  those  then  su])jeeted  to  tliein,  is 
])roved  ])y  the  quahty  of  tlie  f^'radiiates 
sent  out  hy  .Andover  in  those  early  days. 

Behind  the  Seminary  haiildings 
])ro])er  was  the  strueture  known  as  the 
Commons."  It  was  well  named,  for 
nothing  could  he  more  common  than 
hot!)  the  outside  and  the  inside  of  the 
hui](lin<^\  Kvery  vestige  of  tlie  low,  two- 
storied  hrown  house  is  gone  now;  hut 
tliere  it  stood,  just  hack  of  the  chapel, 
year  after  year,  spreading  their  only 
tal)le  for  scores  of  young  men  studying 
for  the  ministry.  T  have  no  douht  that  it 
was  kept  as  well  as  many  similar  eating- 
houses, —  perha])s  it  was  kept  hetter; 
1)ut  it  had  tliis  peculiarity:  the  cheaj:), 
])oor  food  it  offered  was  not  accom- 
panied hy  the  pleasant  words  tliat  are 
as  the  honeycomh,  sweet  to  the  soul  and 
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health  to  the  bones.  Instead  there  v/ere 
disquisitions  on  Edwards  and  Enmions, 
on  eternal  punislinient  and  redemption 
by  free  grace.  Think  of  tlic  clatter  of 
knives  and  forks,  dealing  vvitli  tough 
meat  and  soggy  vegetables,  to  tlie  ac- 
companiment of  these  and  kindred 
themes ! 

There  used  to  be  a  story  —  ])ut,  mind 
you,  no  physician  or  nurse  has  been 
found  who  will  swear  to  its  truth  — 
about  a  young  man  wlio,  during  one  of 
the  dietetic  spasms  to  wliicli  tbe  Com- 
mons was  subject,  when  meat  was  ex- 
cluded and  molasses  substituted  in  its 
place,  had  some  aihnent  for  wliich,  in 
accordance  with  llie  medical  ])ractise  of 
those  days,  \hc  doctor  resorted  to  bl(Mnl- 
letting.  Ibe  skill  ol'  the  ])liysi('i:ui 

could  draw  from  his  veins  nothing  hut  a 
sweet,  thick  li(]uid  res(^m1)ling  syrn])! 
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The  long  tables,  the  blue  and  ^vhite 
dishes,  the  eapaeioiis  \vater-])lle]iers,  the 
dingy  tumblers,  tlic  ])atehed  table-elotl.s, 
the  piles  of  ])rown  and  Mhite  bread,  tlie 
crackers,  niusli,  and  buekwlieat,  the 
poor  joints  and  cheap  vegetables,  have 
passed  away;  and  so  have  most  of  those 
who  ate  of  them.  Exit  there  remains  the 
memory  of  the  quaintness  and  chill  of 
the  old  dining-room,  of  the  sun  strag- 
gling in  througli  tlie  little  cracked  win- 
dow-panes, of  the  sliadows  made  on  the 
low  walls  by  tlie  swaying  boughs  and 
glancing  leaves  of  the  near  elm-trees; 
and  througli  the  hush  which  the  years 
have  (lr()])])ed  upon  the  place  there  come 
tolling  in  the  warning  notes  of  the  soft 
chapel  bell. 

At  the  north  end  of  the  Common  stood 
a  ])lain  stone  building  called  the  cai'pc^n- 
ter  shop.    It  was  later  the  residence  of 
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Professor  and  ^Irs.  Stowc,  and  now 
forms  part  of  the  Phillips  Inn.  The 
puri)Ose  for  which  it  had  heen  huilt 
proves  that  the  Andovcr  authorities 
early  caught  some  dim  fc^-eshadowing 
of  modern  theories  of  physical  devel- 
opment. The  plain  statement  that  a 
healthy  body  makes  a  healthy  mind  and 
a  healthy  soul,  would  probably  have 
been  considered  in  the  Andovcr  of  those 
days  as  rank  heresy.  Indeed,  the  body 
and  the  soul  were  often  looked  upon  as 
the  two  ends  of  a  seesaw,  so  to  s{)eak, 
of  which,  when  one  was  u]),  the  other 
was  necessarily  down.  It  was  vaguely 
felt,  however,  that  the  students,  in  sj)ite 
of  the  fact  that  th.ey  Iiad  to  take  care  of 
their  own  rooms,  and  althou  i^h  their  serv- 
icers were  reciuisitioned  on  occasion  to 
chop  Professor  Porter's  wood,  or  to  mow 
sonic^  otluM'  ])]'of(\^sor''s  hay,  yd,  take 
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the  year  tlirough,  did  ikjI  get  a  sullicient 
aiiunint  of  exercise.  ]Mr.  liartlett,  him- 
self a  man  of  iron  frame  and  iron  nerves, 
^vilh  a  common  sense  that  told  him  how 
miieli  these  had  contrihuted  to  his  suc- 
cess, could  easily  understand  that  physi- 
cal strength  would  increase  a  man's 
efTectiveness,  even  in  the  holy  ministr5\ 
A  ])rojeet  adapted  to  strengthen  the 
bodies  of  the  students  he  readily  agreed 
to  furliier;  and  a  stone  shell  of  a  huild- 
ing  was  erected,  and  witliin  its  great 
l)are  walls  there  were  carried  benches, 
tools,  luniher,  and  all  the  et  cetera  that 
go  to  make  up  a  regular  carpenter  shop. 

Thither  were  led  —  for  I  am  sure  very 
few  ever  went  there  of  their  own  accord 
—  the  Juniors,  Middlers,  and  Seniors, 
to  grow  into  the  full  stature  of  a  glori- 
ous, rounded  manliood.  And  what  do 
you  suppose  the  authorities  cliose  as 
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among  the  cliief  objects,  in  the  constrnc- 
tion  of  which  tlie  theological  students, 
weary,  perhaps,  from  a  lecture  on  the 
future  of  the  wicked  after  death,  should 
relax  their  m.inds  and  invigorate  tlieir 
bodies?  You  will  hardly  believe  me 
when  I  assure  you  that  they  were  set  to 
making  —  coffins !  There  you  have  a 
theological  consistency  worthy  of  John 
Calvin  himself! 

Very  ludicrous  pictures  come  up  be- 
fore me,  of  scenes  whicli  we  children 
used  to  see  there,  wlien  we  stole  in  dur- 
ing Vv'ork  hours,  to  adorn  our  strai<j,ht 
hair  willi  the  beautiful  sliining  curls  of 
shavings.  There  were  pale,  ])U7//le(l, 
weary  faces,  bending  over  corners  that 
wouldn't  fit,  and  o\'er  boards  that  were 
too  long  or  too  short,  too  nai-row  or  too 
wide.    There  were  failin-es  to  hit  nails 

on  \]]r  hv:\(]\  \hrrv  was  dulling  of*  sa\'s, 
_- 
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breaking  of  hatchets,  and  rasping  of 
files;  —  oh,  the  ignorance  and  inco.Mi- 
patibihty  are  as  funny  to  remember  as 
they  must  h.ave  been  hard  to  bear!  To 
the  participants  there  was  nothing  amus- 
ing about  the  scene.  Each  man  was  as 
solemn  as  if  tlie  coffin  he  was  makiiu^.^ 
were  his  own.  We  hear  of  theological 
workshops!  Here  was  one,  the  like  of 
which  had  never  existed  before,  and 
l)r()l)ai)ly  can  never  exist  again.  Ham- 
mered in  were  the  Greek  and  Hebrew, 
hoi  iiile  tics  and  ecclesiastical  history, 
election,  free  grace,  natural  de])ravity, 
and  justification  l)y  faitli,  —  hammered 
down  tight,  and  the  nail  clinched  on 
tlie  other  side. 

Of  tlie  row  of  ])rofessors'  houses  on 
Ihe  west  side  of  the  Common,  the  one  at 
the  southern  end  wns  th:it  built  for  my 
father.    Mr.  l^arllctt  hnd  bought  for  Ww 
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Seminary  tlie  six  acres  of  land  on  Avhich 
it  was  to  stand,  and  had  <i:iven  niy  father 
carte  hhinchc  to  ''huild  a  dwelhng  house 
thereon  aceordin*.^^  to  his  ])leasure."  The 
house,  though  perfectly  simple,  was 
large  and  commodious.  Beliind  and 
about  it  v/ere  the  barns,  sheds,  and  store- 
rooms made  necessary  by  the  conditions 
of  existence  in  those  primitive  times.  It 
should  be  remembered  that  tlie  })r()duc- 
tion  of  the  necessaries  of  life  was  tlien 
much  less  s])ecialized  than  it  is  to-day. 
We  had  to  keep  our  own  cow,  and  our 
own  hens.  W  i}  had  to  raise  and  store 
many  of  onr  snpnhes.  We  depended 
besides  upoTi  our  o\\n  horse  and  car- 
riage. AW  this  neeessilaled,  even  for  a 
])rofess()r  in  a  tlieologieal  seminary,  a 
certain  amount  of  stoelv',  iniplenients, 
and  service;  and  it  called  Inr  an  ai'ray 
of  ()utbuil(hngs  \shieh  iia\('  sinfe  faJIen 
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into  disuse  and  ha\c  l)ccn  torn  down. 
When  the  estahhshnient  was  Hnished, 
and  Mr.  IJartlelt  eanie  to  ins[)eet  it,  he 
said  in  his  simple,  brief  manner, — 

"  This  is  exaetly  sueh  a  house  as  a 
professor  oiij^ht  to  have." 

The  house  was  painted  a  pure  and 
austere  white.  In  faet,  tliere  was  no 
huihiin^L;'  on  the  Hill  which  was  ])tiinted 
any  other  sluide,  until  my  sister  and  I, 
as  youn^L*'  ladies,  liavin^i^'  seen,  on  a  visit 
to  Xewhuryport,  that  tlie  fashionable 
color  for  houses  was  then  a  delicate 
dral),  went  to  tlie  ])ainter,  procured  a 
saniple,  and  on  our  return  to  .Andover, 
without  consulting'  our  ])arents,  ordered 
our  house  j)ainte(l  in  the  worldly  shade. 
IMy  father  only  looked  at  us  and 
drew  his  red  silk  handkerchief  across 
liis  moutii. 

No  sc])ni':)!e  \'iew  of  llie  liouse  as  it 
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Uhicd  to  be  is  in  existence;  and  various 
changes  and  additions,  with  the  removal 
of  the  outbuildings,  have  made  the  pres- 
ent structure  ahnost  unrecognizable. 
Some  idea  of  how  it  used  to  look  may 
l)e  obtained  from  the  view  opposite 
p.  38,  in  which  it  is  the  last  house  on 
the  left. 

Such  a  home  as  it  was  for  children  I 
The  sheds  and  haymows,  the  three  yards, 
the  fields  and  gardens,  afforded  fine 
places  for  play.  And  then  the  fruit- 
trees!  They  bore  cherries  and  i)lums, 
apples  and  ])ears  and  (juinces,  such  as 
JMassachusetts  can  no  longer  boast. 

The  next  house  to  the  north  of  us  was 

for  some  time  the  ^lansion  House,  of 

whicli  I  shall  s])eak  latei-.    In  the  wide 

sjKiee  between  tliere  ^^as  ])ui!i  in  IH'il? 

a  briek  buildiuii^'  enlled  the     book  sfoi'c." 

^  I  is  the  middle  l)uilding  in  the  view  oj)- 
__ 
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posite  p.  3H.  Successive  firms  of  printers 
iiuule  it  their  headcjuartcrs ;  and  there 
many  of  my  father's  books  were  pub- 
lished. The  house  to  the  north  of  the 
Mansion  House  was  the  residence  of 
Professor  Woods.  It  was  a  box-hke 
building,  very  square  and  i)lain.  In  the 
old  days  it  was  without  blinds. 

In  striking  contrast  to  this  house  was 
the  one  l)ey()n(l  it,  whicli  was  occui)ied 
by  the  professors  of  rhetoric.  It  was 
presented  to  the  Seminary  by  ]Mr.  liart- 
lett,  who  had  given  Dr.  GrifTin,  who  was 
to  be  the  first  professor  to  occupy  it,  the 
same  privilege  that  lie  gave  my  father, 
of  buil(]ing  his  house  to  suit  himsc4f.  Dr. 
Grifhn,  who  had  come  from  Phihidel- 
phia,  was  a  man  of  cultivated  and  exj)en- 
sive  tastes.  He  built  so  many  of  these 
tastes  into  his  liouse  tliat  the  ex])cnse 
not  only  astonished  and  mortified  Dr. 
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Griffin  himself,  l)ut  was  a  source  of 
trouble  to  every  one  concerned  in  the 
affair.  It  is  said  that  after  signing 
check  after  check  to  pay  bills  connected 
with  the  construction  of  the  house,  Mr. 
Bartlett  gave  Squire  Farrar,  the  treas- 
urer, authority  to  pay  whatever  further 
bills  might  be  presented,  and  forbade 
him  ever  to  let  him  know  how  much  the 
dwelling  cost.  The  crowning  extrava- 
gance of  Dr.  Griffin,  to  Andover  minds, 
was  his  having  put  upon  the  parlor  walls 
a  paper  which  cost  a  dollar  a  roll.  When 
he  was  remonstrated  with  for  this  lavish 
outlay,  he  tried  to  cover  his  mistake  by 
ordering  another  paper,  at  t\venty-five 
cents  a  roll,  and  ha\'ing  that  put  on  over 
the  other,  —  still  at  the  expense  of  Mr. 
Bartlett.  Dr.  GrifTin  stayed  in  An- 
dover less  Ihao  two  years,  wIkmi  he  was 
])(M'niii ted  to  return  to  the  elegance  of 
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JMiilacJeJphia.  The  house  was  then  as- 
signed to  Dr.  lN)rtcr,  who  occupied  it 
tlirough  the  years  of  my  chihlhood.  It 
is  often  spoken  of  as  tlie  Phelps 
house,''  sometimes  as  the  preside.ut's 
house";  and  it  has  always  heen  ilie 
handsomest  amon^^  the  residences  of 
the  Andover  professors. 

Next  beyond  this  house  was  a  low, 
unpretentious  l)uil(liu(4'  ()ccui)ied  hy  the 
Seminary  steward.  Next  in  order  stood 
the  large,  dignified  square  house  occu- 
])ied  hy  Sanuiel  Farrar,  or  wS(]uire 
Farrar,  as  he  was  always  called.  This 
man  was  the  "honest  treasurer"  Avhom 
Holmes  called  the  good  old,  ^vrinkled, 
immemorial  squire."  In  his  yard  was 
a  small  building  used  as  the  treasurer's 
ofTice.  The  house  is  still  in  existence, 
])ut  has  been  movi^l  back  to  Ihe  western 
brfnv  of  tlu^  Tiill. 
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During  my  early  childhood  this  was 
the  last  house  in  the  row  opposite  the 
Common;  but  in  1833  a  brick  house  was 
added  at  the  end.  This  was  the  home 
first  of  Dr.  Skinner,  and  afterwards  for 
many  years  of  Professoi'  Park. 

A  few  other  buildings  not  in  this  row 
must  have  mention.  Nearly  opposite 
my  father's  was  the  house  of  Dr.  INIur- 
dock.  This  was  a  simple  structure  with 
a  gable  roof.  In  the  yard  was  an  old- 
fashioned  well,  with  a  sweep;  and  be- 
side the  well  hung  a  gourd,  for  use  as 
a  drinking-cup.  In  this  house  Oliver 
Wendell  Holmes  was  for  some  time  a 
Ijoarder.  ^ly  most  vivid  reiiienihranee 
ol'  him  as  a  boy  is  as  he  stood  l)y  the 
Avell-swc'C'p,  (li-iiiking  from  llir  gourd. 

A  little  way  down  tlie  hill  toward 
I^oston  from  Dr.  Murdoek's,  and  on  the 
same  side  of  the  street,  stood  Shipman's 


ANDOVKli     H  ILL 


store,  lici'c  \'vc  WL'ic  oJ'Uii  sent  oii  er- 
rands, and  here  we  spent  our  pennies 
on  eandy,  sweet-flaj^',  and  slippery-eliiL 
Kvcn  the  stron^'hold  of  trade  in  the 
<4';iise  of  this  httle  eonntry  store  was  in 
Andover  made  to  pay  trihute  to  the  re- 
(luirenients  of  theology  and  learning; 
for  In  tliis  same  huilding  my  father  had 
his  ])rinting-press.  This  may  seem  a 
strange  i)()ssession  for  an  Andover  pro- 
fessor; hut  when  my  i'ather  hegan  to 
teach  Ilehrew,  he  found  that  he  must 
write  a  Ilehrew  grammar,  there  heing 
nothing  adecjuate  on  the  suhjeet  in  the 
Knghsh  huiguage.  When  the  grammar 
was  written,  heeause  there  were  no  Ile- 
hrew eharaeters  in  .\meriean  print  ing- 
ofliees,  and  no  ])rinters  eai)ahle  ol'  setting 
u])  Ilchrcw  ty])e,  lie  had  to  solicit  eon- 
t  I'ihnt  ions,  huy  a  pi'ess,  and  im])ort  Ile- 
])vr\v  \y])C,    Tie  e\'en  set  up  sonie  of  the 
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grammar  himself,  until  h^'  could  train 
compositors  capable  of  doing  such  work. 
As  the  first  home  of  wJnit  v/as  called, 
from  the  chief  contrll)ut(n\  the  Codman 
Press,  Shipman's  store  has  :ny  lasting 
interest. 

On  the  eastern  side  of  tlic  Common 
was  the  Academy  building  where  my 
brothers  went  to  school.  It  vvas  a  plain 
brick  building  with  a  cupola.  In  the 
corner  of  the  Academy  yard  was  the  res- 
idence of  the  principal,  —  a  dt^ar  b.ouse 
to  me,  for  I  was  very  fwn.l  of  Mrs. 
Adams,  and  one  of  t!ic  Adams  ciiihlrcn 
was  my  most  intimate  girl  friend.  Just 
the  other  side  of  tiie  Academy  building 
stood  the  modest  schoolhouse  where  Miss 
Davis  taught  the  little  girls  living  on  the 
Hill.  On  a  street  running  west  from 
I\Iain  street,  close  by  S(;uire  I'arrar's 
liouse,  was  a  row  of  bonuK'  ban-acks 
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wliich  served  as  dorniilories  inr  the  boys 
of  Philli])s  Academy. 

It  v/ill  be  seen  that  the  buildinn;s  on 
Andover  Ilill  bi:i'l  alinc^st  ail  of  them  an 
academic,  and  in  many  cases  a  theolog- 
ical association.  There  was  one  house, 
hoM'cver,  which  brought  us  in  some  de- 
gree into  contact  with  the  l)ig  outer 
world.  This  was  the  jiansion  House, 
built  by  Judge  Phillips  in  Revohition- 
ary  days.  Standing  in  the  line  of  houses 
oj)])osite  the  Conmion,  it  was  much  the 
largest  and  stateliest  among  them.  It 
wajs  for  years  separated  from  our  house 
only  by  grass  and  trees,  so  that  we  could 
see  it  from  our  windows.  \Vc  heard 
tales  of  the  ])ublic  ofnces  and  high  social 
position  of  Judge  Phillips.  We  looked 
with  awe  on  the  windows  of  tlu^  room 
where  Madam  IMiillips  h;id  received  the 

great  George  'Washinj.'ion.    Tlu'  house 
__ 
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had  become  an  inn ;  and  before  it  every 
afternoon  drew  up  the  stage  that  was 
our  only  pubHc  means  of  connection 
with  Boston  and  the  world  at  large. 

Living  in  my  father's  family  was  a 
strong,  noble-minded  New  England 
woman  who  occupied  at  once  the  place 
of  "  help  "  and  of  friend.  In  her  youth 
she  had  been  a  member  of  INIadam  Phil- 
lips' household;  and  our  earliest  hours 
of  story-telling  were  fiDed  with  descrip- 
tions of  the  grandeur  of  the  Mansion, 
and  with  accounts  of  the  fine  doings  that 
had  taken  place  there  in  its  palmy  days. 
Our  own  home  was  plain  with  an  almost 
Puritanic  severity;  l)ut  at  Madam  Pliil- 
lips'  there  had  been  sucli  silver,  such 
table-cloths,  such  pomp  and  C'.'remony  of 
gubernatorial  life!  Who  had  the  finest 
lace  that  human  iiugers  ever  wove? 
W^hose  mushn  I'rills  and  bordered  caps 
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were  a  miracle  oT  plaiting?    Whose  stiir 
silks  and  heavy,  broidered  satiiLs  came 
rustlin<4'  down  to  us  throii^^h  the  j^ears? 
Who  was  the  lady  of  Andover  ITill,  to 
whom  the  great  and  the  small  alike  did 
reverence?     INIadam  Phcrbe  l^hillips. 
Iler  youthful  romance  was  one  of  the 
very   few   to   come   to   our  carefully 
<^iiardcd  ears.    The  attic  window  vdiere 
she  had  prayed  for  lier  husband  when  he 
was  away  at  the  war  was  one  of  the 
IVIcccas  of  our  youthful  imagination. 
Indeed,  so  real  a  woman  was  Ma(him 
Plurbe  Phillij)s  to  my  childhood,  that 
aUliough  1  know  she  died  I)ef()re  I  was 
born,  I  cannot  divest  myself  of  the  idea 
tliat  I  saw  her  as  a  livin,<i;  woman,  and 
that  she  led  me  with  other  liltle  girls 
over  her  great  house,  show  ing  us  the  dif- 
ferent   rooms,   and   j)oir]ting  out  wiili 

])ri(l(^   the   cre])e-hnng  ch.air   in  ^^•!)i(•^ 
__ 
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George  Washington  had  once  sat 
down. 

The  dignity  of  iMadam  Phillips'  social 
station,  and  the  munificence  of  her  char- 
ities, certainly  counteracted  in  some  de- 
gree the  unworldly  traditions  in  which 
we  were  brought  up ;  and  under  the  cir- 
cumstances such  an  influence  was  per- 
haps not  unwholesome.  Yet  this  stately 
dame,  we  were  told,  had  had  for  the  es- 
tablishment of  the  Seminary  a  deep  per- 
sonal concern.  She  had  contributed  of 
her  property  toward  its  establishment. 
In  the  southeast  parlor,  the  very  room 
once  dignified  by  the  ])rescncc  of  Wash- 
ington, she  had  assembled  the  company 
which  had  inaugurated  the  new  institu- 
tion. And  her  chief  consolation  in  dy- 
ing was  that  she  could  see  from  her  win- 
dow the  Sc'ininai'v  buildings,  and  realize 
ihi\t    ^^'itll!n    tlirm    ihii'iv-six  students 
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were  already  gathered.  Thus  the  iulhi- 
cnce  of  the  Mansion  House  was  not  so 
antagonistic  as  might  liave  heen  ex- 
pected to  tliat  of  the  other  l)uildings 
with  which  we  were  surrounded. 

^Vndover  Hill,  it  must  l)e  admitted, 
was  in  some  ways  a  strange  place  for 
chihh'en  to  grow  up.  We  were  not  tlie 
center  of  interest,  with  our  environment 
carefully  adapted  to  every  need  and 
\\liini.  ]M'en  the  old  adage,  Children 
should  l)e  seen  and  not  heard,"  was 
amended  in  ^Andover  to  Children 
sliould  not  he  heard,  and  sliould  he  seen 
only  on  stated  occasions,  such  as  family 
prayers  and  Sabhath  services."  But, 
after  all,  a  measure  of  re])ression  has  its 
educational  advantages;  tlie  sense  of 
pride  is  a  comfortahle  inlieritance;  the 
gardens,  fields,  and  woods  were  near 
anrl  free;  and,  as  I  have  said,  tliere  wcm'c 
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tliirty-t\v()  of  us  children  t()<4'cther  there. 
Besides,  is  it  not  an  advantan;e  to  he  ])orn 
and  ])red  wlieie  one  unconsciously  ini- 
l)ihes  the  deep  conviction  that  it  is  vul- 
j^ar  —  not  perhaps  to  he  rich  —  l)ut  at 
least  to  spend  one's  Hfe  and  thoughts  in 
slaving  after  wealth?  Yes:  it  is  some- 
thing to  he  l)orn  on  a  Hill. 


II 

THE  SAHHATII  OF  OLD  AM)()M:U 

Amonc;  the  most  marked  and  eliarac- 
teristic  institutions  of  tlie  Andover  of 
my  ehildhood  was  the  Puritan  Sabbath. 
Tlie  (hiy  thre\v  its  lon^',  gloomy  shadow 
bel'ore  it,  beginning  with  rehgious  ex'er- 
cises  in  sehool  on  ^Saturday  morning. 
Yor  three  long  hours  our  teaeher,  Miss 
l)a\  is,  held  us  prisoners  over  15ible  les- 
sons, and  over  the  mystieal  pages  of 
the  AVestminster  .^ihorter  Catechism. 
Hymns  we  learned  also,  and  sang;  the 
(|uavering  of  ^^\SH  Davis'  thin,  eraeked 
voiee  eomes  baek  to  me  through  the 
years.  Thie  singing  \\as  alwa\'s  followed 
by  a  ])raye]\  Oi'  this  ncilhing  remains 
to  me  bill  the  \^^!ld(•r  how  slie  eould 
always  time  h(  r     .\men     so  as  tn  ])r()- 
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iiounce  tlic  last  syllable  precisely  with 
the  last  stroke  of  twelve  from  the  chapel 
belfry. 

That  stroke  set  us  free,  and  gave  us 
our  holiday  afternoon.  This  was  as 
reckless  and  merrj^  a  time,  as  gay  and 
careless,  on  Andover  Ilill,  as  anywhere 
else,  —  perhaps  even  more  so,  since  it 
was  in  contrast  with  so  nmch  that  seemed 
to  press  us  down  and  hem  us  in.  All  the 
swiftly  moving  hours  now  belonged  to 
us,  until  the  sun  shot  its  last  rays  from 
the  long,  low,  mountain-bound  horizon; 
but  tlie  moment  its  disk  dropped  below 
the  hills,  the  time  v/as  God's,  and  of 
course  was  sacred.  Remember  tlie 
sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  holy,"  was  often 
wrillen  in  letters  of  purple  and  gold  all 
over  the  w(\stern  sky.  Xo  itiaKer  ^\•herc 
we  were  or  \vhar  we  were  doiniv.  the 
least  infriugeuuMit  upon  Ibis  Sabbath 
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time  was  a  sin,  and  v.  as  treated  as  such. 
"  Be  home  at  sunset,"  —  these  words 
come  rin<4'in^  down  to  me  now,  stern  and 
comman(hng,  as  they  sounded  then. 

There  was  a  remarkable  simihirity  in 
the  family  habits  and  customs  of  the 
Seminary  faculty.  We  cherished  the  feel- 
ing' that  we  were  one  body,  separated 
from  the  rest  of  the  world.  On  Satur- 
day night,  exce])t  in  case  of  illness,  not 
a  light  burned  in  any  of  our  dwelhngs 
after  nine;  for  Saturday  night  was  the 
preparation  for  a  (hiy  of  rest.  On  Sun- 
day morning  one  bell  might  have  sum- 
moned us  all  to  our  early  breakfast.  At 
nearly  the  same  moment  there  went  u]) 
from  the  family  altars  the  prolonged 
prayers;  and  in  precisely  the  same  way 
the  solemTi  stillness  whicli  followed  the 

Amen  "  settknl  down  upon  us  all. 
There  c:mu^  n  Sundny  hush  u])f)n  every 
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chihrs  voice,  a  softening  of  the  step,  a 
smile  for  a  laugh,  a  pent,  scared  feehng, 
as  if  Satan  in  bodily  shape  was  waiting 
near  to  gobble  up  any  poor,  unlucky 
sinner  who  should  venture  ever  so  little 
way  from  the  strait  and  narrow  path. 
1  doubt  whether  there  dawned  upon  us 
a  glimmering  of  the  great  and  beautiful 
truths  the  day  was  intended  to  sliadow 
forth. 

Let  me,  however,  make  a  single  ex- 
ception. To  my  father,  Sunday  was  the 
social  day  of  the  week.  wStudy  was  set 
aside.  cha])ter  or  two  in  his  Hebrew 
liible,  or  an  e})istk'  in  the  Clreek  Testa- 
ment, —  and  the  remainder  of  the  (kiy 
was  hlerally  rest.  In  the  morning',  for 
an  hoin*  or  two  before  breakl'ast,  he 
walked  np  and  down  the  garden  he  loved 
so  A\'elK  witli  (piiek  ste])s,  head  erect, 
arms  sw  inging,  evcM-y  muscle  ol*  his 
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tilin  Irainc  in  active  motion.  Jjciit  ap- 
parently upon  the  one  object  of  secnr- 
in<4'  his  exercise,  he  yet  had  eyes  and  ears 
i'or  everything-  that  surrounded  hini. 
Xot  a  llower  had  l)uddcd  or  l)loomed  in 
the  trim  Httle  heds  of  A\hich  he  liad  tlie 
general  care,  not  a  ve^L>'etahle  liad  <^'r()\vn 
or  rii)ened  since  his  last  visit,  hut  he 
knew  all  about  it.  Very  (|uick  and  keen 
liis  senses  were,  sources  of  ^L>'reat  pleasure 
to  him,  as  well  as  of  much  pain.  In  sum- 
ni(  r  he  allowed  us  to  pick  ll()\\ers  and 
carry  them  with  us  to  church;  hut  they 
must  always  he  of  tlie  rarest  and  hest, 
for  we  were  layinii;  them  upon  (Jod's 
altar.  Under  tiie  draw  in<i;-ro()m  win- 
dows grew  some  damask  roses.  Kvery 
Sunday  moi'iiin^'  while  they  were  in 
l)loss()m  he  ^i^alhcred  them  and  i_^a\(' 
them  to  us,  always  with  some  a])|)re('ia- 
iive  woi'd  and  one  of  his  own  hiiiniinL!,' 
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smiles.  The  fragrance  of  those  roses  is 
around  iiic  now,  making  a  June  in  my 
memory  of  those  Andover  Sabbath  days. 

At  nine  in  the  morning  we  children 
all  left  our  homes,  wending  our  way 
across  the  bare,  open  Common  to  the 
schoolhouse.  It  always  seemed  as  if 
Sunday  had  gone  before,  and  had  crei)t 
in  and  taken  possession  of  our  familiar 
schooh'oom,  and  was  waiting  for  us 
there.  We  children  on  Andover  1 1  ill 
had,  in  a  sense,  fewer  of  what  are  called 
"  religious  privileges  than  any  otlier 
set  of  beings  out  of  heatliendom.  It 
must  be  remembered  tliat  we  were  not 
a  legitimate  ])ai*t  of  the  secluded  reli- 
gious, lilcriirv  lite  lo  which  ^ve  were  at- 
tached. 'I'lie  fourulci's  of  the  Seminary 
had  made  no  pro\  ision  for  the  young 
growth  that  had  thrust  itself  without 
lca\c'  into  llu"  \rvy  midst.  I^astorless, 
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tliu  li!*c  and  liuart  round  only  in  nn  ac- 
tive, ^vorkin<4*  church  wantin^^,  wc  j^rcw 
up  with  no  personal  interest  in  our 
chapel  or  attachment  to  it.  Sahhalh- 
school  was  not  introduced  among  us 
until  it  had  hecome  a  settled  institu- 
tion elscAvhere;  and  it  failed  to  influ- 
ence an.d  mold  us  as  such  an  institu- 
tion should.  Our  teachers  were  students 
from  the  Seminary;  and  the  transitori- 
ness  of  our  connection  with  them  les- 
sened the  good  we  might  have  received. 
Our  recitations  were  hrief.  Then,  to  the 
slow  tolling  of  the  hell,  we  were  marched 
along  the  road  ])ack  of  the  Seminary  to 
the  chapel,  the  superintendent  in  front, 
we  all  following  decorously,  our  teachers 
bfsi.lc  U.S.  Ib05()  l^:^ 

In  the  chaj)el  of  those  days  there  was 
notliing  of  old  Solomon's  magnilicence. 
The  v.nlls  v:cYc  dingy  hluc,  tlic  ])ews, 
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gallcTV,  and  desk  were  yellow  white. 
Between  the  windows  tarnished  earale- 
labra  swung  out,  holding  long,  thin 
tallow  dips,  whicli  had  a  saeerdotal  habit 
of  dropping  large,  round,  hot  drops 
upon  unsanctified  heads.  A  small 
cushion  in  the  pew  of  the  invalid  pro- 
fessor, Dr.  Porter,  was,  I  think,  the  only 
one  upon  the  hard,  bare  seats;  and  the 
cold  floor  was  without  a  carpet.  To 
make  amends,  there  Avere  plenty  of 
Bibles  and  Watts  and  Select  "  hynin- 
l)()()ks.  In  A\'inter  a  great  iron  sl()\'e 
on  one  side  of  the  ])ulpit  \\itli  pii)es 
running  around  the  entire  ('!iai)el  loi'nied 
the  only  means  of  healing.  Inlo  this 
the  sexton,  who  had  a  seat  near  the 
A\()()(i-l)()X,  on  the  other  side  of  the  juil- 
])it,  was  eonlinually  shox  ing  large  slieks 
of  well-seasoned  NNood.  With  the  hot 
ceals,  f()ot-sto\'es  were  fllKil:  and  pass- 
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ing  these  sto\cs  I'rom  one  to  aiiollirr 
made  the  principal  (Hvcrsion  during  the 
service. 

The  front  pew  on  the  riL>iit-hand  side 
as  you  entered  was  Dr.  Porter's.  ]^^^very 
Sunday  until  sickness  kept  liini  av/a.y, 
he  V\'as  tliere  witli  his  (juaint  httle  wile. 
He  was  a  tall  man,  with  a  large  head 
covered  witli  stifi',  gray  hair;  pale  face; 
iinmohile  eyes,  deep-set;  and  a  moutli 
drawn  as  if  from  suppressed  pain.  lie 
was  a  man  who  never  wandered  within 
tlie  ])recincts  of  our  cliild  ^vorld;  we  he- 
held  him  from  afar,  vetierated  him,  an.d 
always  tliouglit  of  him  with  a  yellow 
])andana  tied  a]M)ut  liis  throat,  and  a 
long,  dark  cloth  coat  hanging  from  his 
narrow  shoulders. 

Dr.  Woods  sat  next,  a  nol)le-l()oking 
man,  decidedly  the  handsomest  mcml)(T 
of  tlie  faculty.    Tt  was  a  saying  in  iliose 
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old  times,  that  no  man  could  ])e  a  pro- 
fessor at  Andover  ^vIlo  was  under  six 
feet  in  liei^^lit.  Dr.  AVoods  was  every 
inch  of  this,  and  of  rather  stalwart  pro- 
portions, whieli  added  to  his  personal 
dignity.  His  head  was  round,  and  sin- 
gularly even  in  its  development;  his 
forehead  was  high,  sloping  a  little  hack- 
w^ard;  his  liair  thin,  gray,  and  always 
cut  short;  his  large  eyes  of  a  quiet  blue; 
his  other  features  ratlier  delicate  than 
pronounced;  and  tlie  whole  presence 
that  of  a  slow,  quiet,  dignified,  entirely 
relial)le  man.  There  were  some  of  us 
who  had  an  undefinahle  dread  of  him 
l)ecause  we  licard  him  called  "  Old 
School."  AVhat  that  meant  ])r()])al)ly 
none  of  us  knew;  hut  we  had  a  dim 
idea  that  it  had  something  to  do  with 
his  being  a  nephew  of  Cotton  ]Mather, 
arid  \]\:\\  it  made  us,  in  liis  presence,  ])ar- 
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iicularly  on  Siifiday,  ])i-a('li('al  illustra- 
tions of  ()ri<^inal  sin,  native  depravity, 
I'rcc  agents  n-one  far  astray.  And  yet 
not  one  of  tlie  grave,  preoecupied  men 
hy  whom  we  were  surrounded  had  a 
pleasanter  word  for  us,  or  a  more  kindly 
smile. 

Professor  Stuart  sat  tliird  in  order. 
1' our-liftlis  of  the  year  he  carried  his 
lonu;  hlue  clotli  eloak  on  lils  arm  to 
eluirch.  S])readinu,'  it  earefully  over  tlie 
hack  of  the  ])ew,  and  sitlin^^  on  it,  lie 
\\  as  the  most  attentive  and  the  most  rest- 
less listener  there.  To  kcc]!  still  seemed 
to  he  a  phj\sical  impossihility  to  him. 
If  the  sermon  w\as  poor,  his  imjiatience 
showed  itself  in  shruj^s,  in  opening  and 
sliutting  his  large  white  hands,  in  mov- 
ing in  his  seat,  and  in  a  lenglliened 
face  pitiahle  to  see.  Tf  it  was  good,  no 
one  dou])ted  his  a])])r(nMation,  or  llie 
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social  feeling  wliicli  made  liiin  wish  to 
share  his  enjoyment.  At  tlie  utterance 
of  any  especially  pertinent  remark,  he 
would  often  rise  in  his  seat,  and,  turn- 
ing round  upon  tlie  young  men,  his  stu- 
dents, draw^  his  red  silk  handkerchief 
across  his  mouth  several  times,  express- 
ing in  every  feature  the  keenness  of 
his  pleasure.  If  he  differed  theologi- 
cally from  the  sentiments  uttered,  no 
words  could  have  expressed  his  dissent 
more  strongly  than  did  his  looks  and 
gestures. 

In  the  next  pew  was  Dr.  ^Nlurdock, 
an  im])assive  man,  living  far  more  in  the 
past  tlian  in  the  ])resent,  (\'iring  little  for 
\hv  pulpit  utterances  of  the  day  in  com- 
])aris()n  willi  those  of  centuries  ago. 
Small,  \\  ith  deheate  f(^atures,  thin  hrown 
hair,  and  brown  eyes,  he  seemed  to  us 
lik(^  a  hermit  ^^■h^)  had  ^vandere(l  away 
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from  his  cell.  A  i>;reat  scholar  ^\■c  wc-c 
told  he  was,  with  all  the  history  of  the 
world  at  liis  ready  conmiand;  and  we 
looked  upon  him  as  we  should  have 
looked  upon  a  walkinji;  cyclopedia,  not 
much  pleased  with  the  hinding  it  showed 
us,  or  in  the  least  attracted  hy  the  won- 
derful lore  treasured  within.  lie  was 
to  us  a  literary  curiosity,  and  nothiuL!; 
more;  therefore  we  heeded  him  less  than 
any  other  of  the  ])roressors. 

John  ^\dams  and  Samuel  Farrar 
occupied  seats  on  the  left  of  the  pul[)it. 
John  iVdams  was  ])rincipal  of  Phillips 
iXcademy,  thus  lioldinij;  a  post  to  us 
much  nu)re  important  than  that  held 
hy  any  other  of  the  (liu;nifie(l  men  in  ilie 
assemhly.  Yet  lie  liad  not  the  dif^nified 
look'  of  these  other  men.  Shorter  and 
stouter,  with  a  (lorid  com])lexion,  a  lai'^'e 
nos(\  nnd  a  1I\(^  hliie  ev(\  he  stepjXMl  u]) 
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the  broad  aisle  with  the  carriage  of  one 
used  to  command.  l>efore  him  he  held 
a  great  ivory-lieaded  cane,  which  came 
ringing  down  into  the  corner  of  his  well- 
filled  pew  with  an  emphasis  not  to  be 
misunderstood. 

Samuel  Farrar  was  not  a  common 
man  to  any  of  us.  With  his  delicate 
face,  his  long  gray  hair  falling  back 
from  a  rather  peculiar  forehead,  a  shy, 
retiring  manner,  and  a  very  sweet, 
grave  expression,  even  of  his  liands,  he 
was  to  us  by  turns,  INIoscs,  David,  Isaiah, 
John  wliom  the  Blessed  One  loved  — 
any  and  almost  every  Biblical  saint. 
He  was  a  responsible  man,  carrying  on 
liis  shoulders  not  only  all  the  great  ])e- 
cuniary  interests  of  the  Seminary,  but 
also,  seemingly,  the  responsibility  for 
its  theology.  He  listened  to  every  word 
sp()]<en  in  the  small  wooden  ])nli)it  as  if 
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lur  one  and  all  lie  must  aeeount  at 
the  last  great  day. 

AVliat  a  peculiar  audience  tliat  was! 
With  the  mysteries  all  unfolded,  the 
glass  lifted,  seeing  face  to  face,  how,  I 
wonder,  do  they  feel  about  their  old 
differences  now? 

Services  ended,  we  fded  out.  The 
students  by  the  door  went  first.  Pew 
after  ])cvv  was  em])ticd,  one  by  one, 
slowly,  solemnly,  as  if  it  were  a  funeral, 
and  somebody  in  the  entry  were  beckon- 
ing to  us  in  turn.  Then,  still  more  sol- 
emnly and  slowly,  we  walked  over  the 
l)r()ad,  graveled  pathways  homeward, 
families  silently  by  themselves.  If  se- 
clusion were  in  truth  sanctity,  we  were 
all  near  heaven  on  this  holy  day. 

An  intermission  of  two  hours  d(*eo- 
rously  ])asse(l  at  home,  with  a  cold  di?i- 
Tier  and   a   ])ious  book,  another  walk 
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along  the  narrow  fool-paths  across  the 
Conniion,  more  prayers  and  psalm-sing- 
ing, and  our  church  Sabbath  was  over. 

During  the  vacations  of  the  Theolog- 
ical Seminary,  tlie  chapel  in  whicli  we 
ordinarily  went  to  meeting "  was 
closed;  and  we  Ilill  children  were  sent 
to  the  Old  South  Church.  This  made 
one  of  our  infrequent  holidays,  —  a  time 
to  look  forward  to  with  longing,  and  l)ack 
upon  with  regret.  A  grave  little  pro- 
cession we  were,  as  we  dropped  into  Hne 
from  house  after  house,  each  child  witli 
a  decorous  basket  in  tlie  hand,  and  each 
basket  filled  witli  some  clioice  Sunday 
dainty  expressly  prepared  for  the  occa- 
sion. We  were  conscious,  too,  of  some 
extra  toucli  of  toilet:  it  may  have  been 
a  frcsli  ribbon  Cor  a  sasli,  an  eml)roidcred 
])air  of  pantiilc  ! tes,  or  tlie  new  hat  wliich 
been  impiilicntly  kept  for  \\]C  s])rin<^ 
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vacation,  l^vcn  the  hoys  made  them- 
selves a  shade  more  jaunty,  tipped  their 
caps  at  a  httle  ^i>'reater  angle,  hrushed 
their  cropped  hair  until  its  pomatumed 
surface  shone  ^vith  a  liigher  l)rilhancy, 
and  pohshed  their  hoots  until  Day 
^lartin  miglit  liave  heen  ghid  to  send 
them  as  advertisements  around  the 
Avorld. 

This  Old  Soutli  C'h.urcli  was  ty])Ical, 
in  its  ai'ehileeture,  of  the  meeting-houses 
ol*  its  time.  It  liad  heen  l)uilt  in  ITcSS, 
and  it  remained  until  the  huilding  of  tlie 
present  churcli  in  18(50.  It  is  therefore 
not  difficult  to  recall  it  as  it  was,  with 
its  galleries  around  three  sides  of  the 
Iiouse,  its  scjuare  pews,  —  those  near  the 
puli)it  ])eing  reserved  for  deaf  ])eo])le 
and  deacons,  —  ils  high  j)ulpit  \s\[\\  the 
round  sounding-hoai'd  sus[)efi(]ed  ah()\'e, 
and  o\'er  il,  in  gre;il  gill   lellei's  on  a 
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black  gromu],  the  solemn  words,  Holi- 
ness beeonietli  Thine  house,  O  I^ord, 
forever."  The  size  and  prominence  of 
that  "  O  "  gave  it  something  mystical. 
Over  it  our  childish  eyes  traveled,  Sal)- 
bath  after  Sabbath,  while  we  wondered 
whether  it  was  not  a  round  in  Jacob's 
ladder,  up  which  the  minister's  prayers 
mounted  to  heaven. 

To  the  gallery,  of  course,  wx  were 
sent,  the  boys  to  one  side,  the  girls  to  the 
other.  The  church  ^vas  a  wide  one;  but 
was  there  ever  a  distance  across  \vliich 
young  eyes  could  not  send  a  message, 
or  young  lips  a  smile?  Our  only  dread 
was  of  Ihe  lilhidg-mari,  ])ut  my  memory 
bears  no  record  of  any  arrests;  it  may 
be  llial  as  guests  \ve  were  treated  wilh 
special  iiuhilgence. 

.After  moniifig  s(r\ice  we  were  ex- 

])ecle(l   lo  Ciller  dccoi'onsly  l!ie  wonn 
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house,"  and  Iiavinj^'  c:itcn  our  lunches 
with  Sanhalh  propriety,  to  <4()  to  the 
vestry-room,  and  listen  to  a  second  ser- 
mon read  l)y  one  of  tlie  deacons.  There 
was  no  Sab])ath-school  to  fdl  tlie  inter- 
mission, and  I  am  afraid  we  Ilill  chil- 
(h'cn  played  truant  iVom  tlie  regular 
gathering's  oftener  than  our  highly  reli- 
gious hringing-up  would  have  led  the 
Old  South  community  to  expect.  \Vc 
were  found  oftener  out  among  tlie 
graves  in  the  adjoining  churchxard, 
down  hy  the  ])retty  hrook  that  sang  its 
song  all  the  livelong  week  to  the  ears 
of  tlie  dead  as  merrily  as  it  did  on  Sun- 
day to  us  children  tired  with  })salm- 
singing  and  ])i'ayer  and  sei'iiion.  There 
were  no  tilhing-men  out  there,  —  only 
the  blue  ^;kv,  tlie  ])leasant  gro\'e,  the 
hirds  with  whom  it  was  always  (JodVs 
day,  and  (lie  (lowers,  one  of  ^\hi('h  In 
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that  holy  church  would  have  been  coii- 
sidered  a  desecration. 

The  old  church  has  gone  now,  and 
with  it  the  pulpit,  the  sounding-board, 
the  S(iuare,  unpaintcd,  straight  pews, 
the  solemn  motto,  and  the  storied  gal- 
leries. Near  by  in  the  churchyard  sleep 
pastors  and  parishioners,  deacons,  tith- 
ing-men,  constables,  all  together  tlicre, 
waiting  peacefully  for  the  glad  resur- 
rection morn. 

What  of  the  day  remained  after  serv- 
ices were  over  was  the  ])leasantest  ])art 
of  the  wliole  week.  There  was  a  social 
tea,  \\\[h  toast,  doughnuts,  ])reserves, — 
a  sort  of  fainily  thanksgiving  tea,  dear 
to  us  all.  'i1ien,  as  on  the  beautiful 
yearly  holiday,  our  father  ^vas  our 
fatluT,  not  the  (|uict,  gra\e  student, 
but  a  e()ni])ani()n,  talking  \villi  us, 
iiitercstcd  in  we  w^^w  doing,  ready 
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to  laugh  with  his  keen  sense  of  ainiise- 
nient  at  our  innocent  jokes,  and,  thou<4h 
never  under  any  eireunistanecs  utter- 
ing one  himself,  enjoying  them  most 
of  us  alL 

After  tea  came  prayers  —  prayers 
whicli  were  ours,  for  in  them  we  all  took 
part.  The  old  mahogany  l)ookease, 
with  its  open  door;  the  shelf  holding 
seven  small  ])laek  and  gilt  Ei1)les,  all 
alike;  the  twelve  hrown  leatlier  "  Cod- 
man's  Hymns  the  tall  "  Scott's  Fam- 
ily ]?il)le/'  —  all  come  l)ack  to  me  with 
a  distinctness  no  canvas  could  rival. 
From  these  liihles  we  read  hy  turns, 
the  eldest  child  at  home  droning  out  the 
practical  reflections  with  which  the  eru- 
dite Scott  finished  his  commentary  on 
the  words  of  Holy  AVrit.  Then  we 
sang  a  dear,  familiar  liymn  to  a  d(  ar, 
familiar    old    tune.      ^lear,  l)n!i(k'e. 
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St.  ^Martin's,  Old  Hundred,  —  ladders 
these,  touching  heaven,  up  which  the 
father's  soul  followed  his  deep,  drawling 
notes  triumphantly.  The  rite  ended 
with  a  long  prayer  and  its  welcome 
"  Amen." 

Then  the  low  sun  of  an  Andover  Sab- 
bath evening  glinted  through  the  west- 
ern whidows  of  a  large  upper  room, 
upon  a  group  of  seven  children  gath- 
ered round  a  delicate,  heaven-eyed 
mother,  holding  in  her  hand  the  ''West- 
minster Shorter  Catechism."  West- 
minster was  the  golden  clasp  which 
bound  tliose  sacred  hours  together.  We 
began  and  ended  them  over  its  mysteri- 
ous revelations.  hated  old  book  it 
was  to  us,  (log-eared,  tear-blistered,  full 
of  restraints,  cliidings,  and  an  infinite 
number  of  must  nots/'  Pity  that  we 
could  not  h;i\'e  sc^en  then,  as  we  can  sec 
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now,  that,  iindcrstarK]  it  oi*  not,  it  was 
tlie  stiifr  from  wliicli  true  men  and 
Monien  are  made,  the  real  old  Puritan 
nourishment  for  sinew,  musele,  and 
strong  l)aekl)()ne! 

"  Now,  ehildren/'  says  our  motlier, 
lookiuf^'  around  lovingly  upon  us,  I 
Mant  you  to  l)e  ([uiet  and  attentive. 
Jamie,  let  your  sister  alone!  Sit  here, 
at  my  riglrt  hand." 

Jamie  darts  into  a  eliair  elose  l)eside 
her,  tlirowiug  an  arm  far  out  of  a  short 
eoat-sleeve,  around  lier  neek,  drawing 
do\\n  tlie  delieate  laee  ca])  until  it 
touches  his  hrown  eurls,  tlien  giving  lier 
a  kiss  so  loud  and  liearty  that  we  all 
laugh. 

A  tap  on  tlie  floor.  "  Will,  '  Wliat  is 
tlie  chief  end  of  man?'  Stand  u]),  my 
son,  and  answfM*  pi'op(M'ly." 

'  Tlie  chief  end  of  man/"  ans^^Trs 
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Will,  looking  over  the  lace  cap,  out  of 
the  window,  '  is  to  glorify  God  and  en- 
joy him  forever.'  Look  there,  quick! 
I  saw  a  bobolink!  " 

Fourteen  eyes  look  for  the  b()l)()link. 
Another  tap  on  the  lloor,  and  the  next 
question. 

"  Jamie  —  "  But  Jamie  has  gorie. 
He  is  swinging  on  the  lightning-rod, 
watching  the  bird. 

"  iNIy  son!  "  sorrow^fully. 

Tw^o  eyes,  blue  as  the  mother's,  stray 
from  the  bird  to  meet  hers.  They  see 
the  troubled  look,  and  a  voice  shouts 
merrily  back,  "  '  The  word  of  Ciod 
contained  —  '  " 

Whidi  is  —  '" 

"  '  W'hic'li  is  contained  in  tlic  wScrip- 
turcs  of  the  Old  and  New  Testaments' 
—  Hullo,  there's  his  nialc^!  Sen'  them 
on  the  very  tip-top  of  that  pear-trcH'!" 
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.laiiiic! this  liinc  inwch 
autlKjrity. 

"  '  Is  the  only  way  '  —  licar  that,  will 
you?  "  lie  f^ivcs  a  wliistlc  that  perfectly 
imitates  the  hird's  notes,  and  six  other 
mouths  are  puckered  up  to  follow  his 
example. 

"]>oys!''  The  voice  tliat  calls  fi-om 
the  window  helow  every  child  knows. 
The  room  is  the  kee])in<^"-room,"  name 
redolent  of  associations  with  old  Con- 
necticut. 'J'here,  at  this  hour,  sits  the 
father.  Little  heads,  ^firls'  as  well  as 
boys',  are  turned  down  to  see  a  thin, 
I)ale  face  with  a  serio-comic  expres- 
sion. One  long  finger  points  toward 
the  singing  holiolink,  and,  Put  salt  on 
its  tail  and  catch  it,"  the  professor  says. 

It  is  leave  granted.  There  is  a  scam- 
per of  feet  across  the  room.  \W\stmin- 
stcr,  farewell!  —  hut  no. 
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"  Come  back,  all  of  you,"  the  mother 
says,  "  Don't  you  see,  the  sun  is  not 
down  yet?  " 

It  is  only  old  Joshua  commanding 
it  to  stand  still,"  says  Jamie,  with  an 
irreverent  laugh,  balancing  his  eager 
feet  on  the  threshold. 

Bobolink  bhnks  and  carols  in  such 
a  tempting,  wicked  way! —  Rut  the 
lesson  begins  again: 

"  oMoses,  '  What  do  the  Scriptures 
principally  teach? '  " 

"  '  The  Scriptures  principally  teach,'  " 
answers  a  grave  boy,  whose  large,  seri- 
ous gray  eyes  have  seen  less  of  tiie  bird 
than  any  others  there,  "  '  Xshat  u\:i\\  is  to 
believe  concerning  God,  and  what  God 
recjuires  of  man.'  " 

'^Elizabeth,  ^  What  is  Cod?'" 

Bob/Oilnk  answers  the  (jueslion  with 
or.v  v/iid,  lonrj:  l)ur..t  of*  pr.'iise;  and  just 
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at  this  inonicnt,  slowly,  im;' jcstically, 
(lovv  ri  drops  the  big,  red  disk  of  the  sun. 
A  shout  from  the  seven  prisoners, 
Go  behind  us,  dreary  old  Sal)batli,  for 
six  hap})y  days  more!  " 

Drear n  old  Sabbath?  We  have  since 
eome  to  remember  it  as  })lessed! 


Ill 

THE  SCHOOLS  ON  ANDOVER  HILL 

The  sons  of  the  Andovcr  professors 
were  well  eared  for  at  Phillips  Aeademy ; 
for  the  daughters,  speeial  provision  was 
made  in  a  school  kept  on  j^Vndover  Hill 
by  ]Mar)^  Ayers  Davis.  I  give  her  full 
name,  for  in  the  initials  we  one  and  all 
took  a  peculiar  delight.  When  an  auda- 
cious child  was  very  angry  she  would 
first  say  them  forward,  and  then,  with 
saucer-like  eyes  that  looked  around 
stealthily  for  the  cloven  hoof,  she  would 
think  them  —  only  iJiifik  lliem  —  in  re- 
versed order.  In  saying  this,  T  do  not 
mean  to  give  a  key  to  the  woman's  char- 
acter; if*  (he  ang(l  Cahricl  could  have 
been  sent  to  stand  in  tli;it  liltU*  brown 
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desk,  1  am  sure  \\  c  sliuiikl  lia\  c  [jokcd 
fun "  at  his  wings.  i\Iiss  Davis  had 
some  of  the  very  first  requisites  of  the 
good  teaclier;  and  her  theology  was  in- 
vulnerahle.  I  do  not  think  slie  eould 
have  heard  us  spell  baker "  without 
impressing  on  us  the  faet  that  tliis  veri- 
table baker  in  Adam's  fall  sinned  all," 
or  "  brier "  without  suggesting  the 
roughnesses  of  predestination  and  free 
grace.  To  teaeh  us  arithmetic  l)y  the 
number  of  sheep  on  the  right  hand  and 
goats  on  the  left;  grammar,  by  an  in- 
stinctive reveren.ce  for  rules  which  could 
not  be  broken,  and  which  admitted  of 
no  exceptions;  geograi)hy,  by  a  classi- 
fication of  countries  into  lands  irradi- 
ated by  the  glad  gospel  light,  and  tliosc 
lying  in  the  night  of  heathendom;  read- 
ing, by  the  use  of  [)assages  resonant  w  ith 
a   })ower  cmanati?ig   from   no  liuiiiMu 
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mind,  —  to  educate  us  thus  was  her 
task,  and  slie  performed  it  well. 

In  appearance  she  was  a  small 
woman,  with  a  face  like  a  half-baked 
apple,  twinkling  hazel  eyes,  a  large 
black  front,  and  a  close  black  cap. 
Without  bodily  presence,  she  yet  man- 
aged to  make  us  hold  her  in  great  per- 
sonal regard.  I  do  not  know  that  anj^ 
child  ever  gave  her  a  flower,  or  even  an 
apple;  yet  we  valued  her  smile  or  word 
of  approbation  above  rubies.  If  our 
lessons  were  well  learned,  we  did  not 
move  out  of  the  way  as  we  saw  tlic  green 
"  calash "  come  nodding  towards  the 
Hill;  but  if  we  liad  missed,  or  if  we  liad 
a  stick  of  candy  or  a  bit  of  cake  to  be 
eaten  surreptitiously  in  school  hours, 
little  feet  trotted  nimbly  in  an  opposite 
direction.  In  a  way  utterly  unknown 
in  [hvsc  (lays,  she  was  onr  conscience. 
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To  us  all,  IVoin  llic  lar^c  girls  in  the 
back  seats  to  tlie  lillle  ones  in  front,  she 
represented,  sittin^^^  demnrely  —  nay, 
more,  severely  —  in  her  desk,  tlie  Judge 
on  the  great  white  throne. 

We  were  early  taught  to  read  and 
spell  aeeura.tely;  and  we  were  not  l)ack- 
Vv'ard  in  our  ai'ithnietie  or  geograpliy. 
We  had  oeeasionally  what  would  now 
])e  called  lectui  'es  m  a  strononiv  and  even 
botany.  Our  text-books  were  few,  and 
had  small  woodcuts  that  would  look 
quaint  enough  to  the  school  children  of 
to-day.  ^Vhatever  else  may  have  been 
omitted,  l)e  sure  we  were  well  taught  in 
the     Westminster  Shorter  Catecliism." 

I  can  see  now  a  row  of  little  girls 

wearing  long,  dark  dresses,  long  ])anta- 

lettcs,   of   \hv   siu)\c   material    as  the 

dresses,  co!>nng  well  down  o\-er  strong, 

useful  boots,  aTUi  dark  calico  a])r()ns, 
— _ 
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with  large,  well-lillcd  pockets;  with  not 
a  frill  or  cuff  anywhere,  but  with  bright 
eyes  fixed  intently  on  ]\Iiss  Davis,  and 
fidgety  hands,  as  slie  asked  us  from 
"What  is  the  chief  end  of  man?" 
through  the  long  and  difficult  questions 
to  the  very  end.  "  AVhat  is  election?" 
was  a  favorite  with  all  of  us;  for  we 
had  a  private  understanding  that  it 
meant  not  the  long,  hard  words  we  must 
rei:)eat  without  misplacing  a  syllable, 
but  that  beautiful  iNIay  holiday  when 
the  state  officers  were  chosen,  and  some- 
body in  lioston  preached  an  Election 
sermon.  On  that  day,  with  our  pennies, 
saved  by  mueli  scll'-deiiial  for  the  occa- 
sion, in  our  pockets,  we  tn)0])ed  o-f,  a 
merry  ])arty,  (lown  to  Pomp's  I'^on:!, 
and  spent  some*  of  o!i!-  ihoim'v  In  'Lec- 
tion cake/'  which  Dinah,  P():n})\s  wife, 

had  s])rc\'id  upon  a  \'\]Ac  covered  with  .a 
__ 
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snow -while  clolli,  before  their  cottage 
door.  l\)iiip  used  to  stand  beside  her, 
a  large  stone  jug  at  his  right  hand,  and 
a  row  of  shining  glasses  bel'ore  it,  wait- 
ing for  our  three  cents,  for  which  lie 
would  dispense  to  us  his  sparkling  root 
beer.  An  election  this,  well  suited  to 
our  juvenile  comprehension! 

Was  it  necessary,  ^ve  can  wonder  now, 
that  we  should  sit  on  straight  wooden 
blenches,  ])rown  ;ind  knife-chopped,  with 
straight  desks,  brown  and  more  knife- 
cho])ped,  before  us,  not  daring  to  move 
our  tired  lim])s,  not  daring  to  whisper, 
rigid  little  automatons,  every  one  of  us? 
'J'he  ferule,  and  the  steel  thiml)le  with- 
out a  top,  though  never  indiscriminat- 
ingly  used,  were  conspicuous  on  the 
desk  before  us,  ready  for  emergencies, 
'^rhe  thimble  was  a  uni(]U(^  help  in  teach- 
ing, graduali?)g  the   rc(|uired  ])unish- 
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nicnt  in  a  droll  way.  For  a  serious  of- 
fense we  received  so  many  blows  with 
the  ferule  —  never  hard  ones,  for  ]Miss 
Davis  had  a  tender  lieai't,  and  loved  the 
httle  ones  committed  to  her  charge.  For 
a  lesser  offense,  two  or  tln^ee  snaps  of 
the  thimble,  innocuous  but  salutary, 
\vere  administered  upon  some  part  of 
the  child's  head.  That  the  teacher 
would  have  liked  to  kiss  away  the  tears 
that  followed  the  snaps  there  is  no 
doubt;  but  she  was  too  nnich  of  a  mar- 
tinet for  that,  so  she  contented  herself 
with  sniffs  so  loud  and  peculiar  tliat  we 
came  to  consider  tliem  a  natural  and 
necessary  ])art  of  the  ])rocceding. 

From  the  entry  of  the  schoolliouse 
opened  a  closet  a  few  IVel  sijiiare.  This 
closet  held  th(^  cliimney,  ])il(\s  of  wood, 
and  child reiTs  ])r;i  \  cr-niretinij^s.  I 
doubt  whetb(M'  fluTc  is  luio'lu'r  closet  in 
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all  this  wide  ^v()^l(l  lluit  could  tell  llic 
talcs  tins  one  could  tell,  if  It  had  Ihc 
^^il't  of  speech.  Scut  to  school  in  all 
w  eathers,  on  stormy  days  we  carried  our 
lunch,  and  no  royal  tables  ever  f^avc  half 
the  en/)oynient  we  ex])erience(l  when, 
upon  our  well-worn  and  not  inmiaculatc 
desks  we  spread  our  rows  of  dou/i^hnuts, 
hiscuils,  hread,  cheese,  cold  meats,  fried 
apple  pies,  nuts,  and  po])-C()rn  —  often 
some  one  of  us  asking  a  Messing  ])cfore, 
hungry  as  ^ve  were,  we  ate  a  mouthful. 

Our  re])ast  ended,  —  tell  it  not  in 
Gatli,  —  the  one  amusement  to  ^^hich 
we  most  naturally  turned  was  a  prayer- 
meeting.  Looking  hack,  I  am  at  a  loss 
to  understand  ])recisely  how  the  custom 
could  have  oi'iginatcd.  Prayer-n^'.^et- 
ings,  under  circumstanc(\s  whicli  will  he 
noticed  hereafter,  we  certainly  had:  hut 
tliey  w(^re  not,  one  would  h.'n'c  thorii';lit. 
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SO  attractive  that  wc  sliould  have  been 
led  to  imitate  theni.  At  any  rate,  ac- 
count for  it  or  not,  the  fact  remains  that 
Ave  turned  to  these  meetings  where  otlier 
children  would  have  resorted  to  noisy 
games.  So  many  of  us  entered  into  our 
closet  and  shut  our  door,  th.at  we  st(jod 
shoulder  to  shoulder  in  the  pitch  dark- 
ness of  our  chosen  sanctuary;  and  there 
we  lifted  up  our  childish  voices  in  some- 
thing which,  if  it  was  not  prayer,  cer- 
tainly was  intended  for  it.  On  these 
occasions  a  number  of  conversions  were 
supposed  to  have  taken  ])]ace;  and  the 
liero-worship  A\hich  we  i)ai(l  to  tlic  new 
convert  on  enierging  from  our  obscu- 
rity, had  in  it  something  so  true,  iliat  I 
cannol  look  back  upon  it,  even  now, 
without  (motion.  'I'o  be  surc\  we  were 
not  free  fV(U!i  the  surprises  which  ofliMi 
ntlciid  tlusc  |)ht'noniena.    The  youn^HT 
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ainoii^'  us  were  astonislird,  al'ttr  such 
a  miraculous  event,  to  find  the  eoinert 
with  the  same  liair  and  eyes  and  smile, 
and  even  more  wonderful  still,  to  see 
her,  that  very  afternoon,  perhaps,  nn'ss 
in  her  lessons,  and,  it  may  have  heen, 
alas!  commil  some  overt  aet  of  nan^Iiti- 
iiess  whieli  hrou^^ht  down  upon  her  de- 
voted hand  sundry  hlows  from  ]Miss 
Davis'  ]on<^'  hrown  ferule. 

Al  the  side  of  our  h'ttle  sehoolliouse, 
hut  separated  fi'om  it  hy  a  hirL;e  yai'd, 
\\;is  l^hiHips  Academy.  There  is  some- 
thing in  its  constitution  whicli  has  heen 
stahle  enough  to  preserve  it  to  this  day, 
and  will  prohahly  hold  it  firm  for  years 
to  come.    Here  it  is: 

It  shall  he  the  (hjly  of  the  ^Faster,'' 
so  llie  constitution  I'uns,  "  as  tlie  aL>'e  and 
capncities  of  the  scliolars  will  a(hnil,  not 
()!i!v  to  ifisti'iict  and  estahlisli  lluni  in 
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tlie  truth  of  Christianity,  ])iit  as  early 
and  dihgently  to  inculcate  upon  them 
the  great  and  important  doctrines  of 
the  one  true  God,  the  Father,  Son,  and 
Holy  Ghost,  of  the  fall  of  man,  the  de- 
pravity of  human  nature,  the  necessity 
of  an  atonement,  and  of  our  being  re- 
newed in  the  spirit  of  our  minds,  tlie 
doctrines  of  repentance  toward  God, 
and  of  faith  toward  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  (in  opposition  to  the  erroneous 
and  dangerous  doctrine  of  justification 
by  our  own  merit,  or  a  dei)endence  on 
self-righteousness)  together  with  tlie 
important  doctrines  and  duties  of  our 
Holy  Cliiistian  Religion." 

Our  Satni-day  lesson  in  ''Westmin- 
ster Shorter  Cateeliisin  fades  into  in- 
significance wlu^n  c'onipared  with  lliose 
awaiting  Ihe  lioys  in  the  tall  brick 
bnll(!in<.*;  so  inni*  us. 
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It  Is  a  w'oiidcr  IIkil  with  such  a  jx)!!- 
(Icroiis  load  of  Uicolot^'v  to  carry,  we 
children  were  yet  li<>ht-heartcd  enoi]<j;li 
to  amuse  ourselves  with  the  re^>'ular  boy 
and  girl  intercourse  which  has  been  in 
vogue  ever  since  the  world  began;  but 
there  were  thirty-two  of  us  Hill  clill- 
dren,  and  we  were  young.  If  at  times, 
Mhen  we  girls  and  our  l;rothers  partL'd 
company  uj^on  the  Common,  they  to  take 
tiic  broad,  gra\  clcd  walk  that  led  uj)  to 
the  imposing  ^Vcademy,  we  to  follow  the 
narrow  f()()t-])ath  that  wound  away 
toward  the  little  l)rown  schoolhouse, 
tliere  was  forced  upon  us  a  comparison 
not  wliolly  agreeable  to  our  self-esteem, 
several  happy  w^ays  of  solacing  our- 
selves were  afforded  by  tlie  vicinity  of 
the  buildings.  Will  it,  I  wonder,  ])e  con- 
sidered telling  tales  out  of  scliool  if  T 
(lescri!)c  a  fe'w  of  tlie  on])ortu[iif ics  of 
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which  wc  took  full  advantage?  Just 
back  of  our  schoolhouse  there  was  a 
rock,  not  high  or  hchcn-covcrcd,  but 
filled  with  convenient  crevices,  in  which 
small  fingers  dug  out  post-office  boxes. 
There,  independent  of  Uncle  Sam,  we, 
our  own  postmasters  and  mistresses, 
used  to  deposit  various  notes,  some  of 
which  I  can  copy  from  that  tablet  wliich 
know^s  no  erasure. 

"My  dearest  Ix)ve, 

**I'm  fi^oint^  to  he  a  iiiinishT  ;nnl  prcacli 
posjK'I.    Will  you  he  the  minister's  wile  is  tlie  fond 
h()j)e  of  your  lovin;^'  1>.  S.  " 

To  which  went  back  tliis  ans\\er: 

"I  <^uess  I  won't.  I  don't  hk(»  poinp  to  niee'in^ 
awfuih,  so  von  nni>t  excuse  vours  respeetfullv 

V.  M." 

Here  is  one  more: 

"Old  A.  is  a  euss  !  I  should  like  to  kick  him 
hrller  than  to  see  you  on  the  iee  to-niirht,  whieh  1 
hojic  to  do.  ^()U^  dexolrd  Sam." 

The  (k'\()U'(l  Sam  (!r()j);)c'(l  l!u'  noie 
Oil!  of  Iiis  |):)i'kc  i.    ^'()l(l  A/'  picked  it 
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There  was  no  iiieeling  on  the  iee 
that  ni^-lit,  hut  soniethinj^*  else  wliieh 
neither  of  the  yountjf  people  eoneerned 
ever  for^2:ot.  The  future  ir.inister  turned 
into  a  (lisho?iest  politieian  in  tlie  West, 
and  ended  his  days  in  (hsgraee.  Tlie 
hoy  \\ho  used  the  (hsreputahle  v/ord 
and  showed  sueh  sani^'uinary  tendeneies 
<4'rew  into  the  L^'enllest  and  most  patient 
of  poj)idai-  ministers,  and  weiit  lior.ie 
only  a  i'cw  years  a^>'o  to  reeeive  the 
erown  of  his  re/]oic'InL»\ 

Thie  meetings  on  the  iee  to  wliich 
liis  note  in\'ite(l  the  little  ])]'ivate  sch.ooj 
j)up!!  were  amon<^^  the  pleasantest  of 
our  eoeduealional  opportunities.  Tlie 
nieadow,"  remenihcrcd  by  all  i\ndo\ cr 
children,  was  a  ])iece  of  land  hack  ol' 
holh  sehoolhouses,  to  which  ^^■(^  cl:nm((l 
ri^hl  Mod  title,      which,  howc\cr,  \\:!s 

\':\V    iVom    l)('iu!_»'    n!!(^'S|Mlt('(l.       A  lilllr 

— _ 
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brook,  if  dammed  at  the  proper  time, 
could  be  made  to  overflow  the  meadow, 
and  also,  unfortunately,  the  cellars  of 
contiguous  houses.  Phillips  Academy 
liad  hoy  engineers  always  ready  in  the 
face  of  law,  and,  as  it  was  Andover, 
gospel,  to  dam  it  at  the  proper  time; 
and  our  skating  and  sliding  place  was 
of  the  best.  Girls  upon  skates  were  un- 
heard of  then;  but  we  had  feet  of  our 
own,  and  knew  well  how  to  use  them. 
Sitting  on  these  feet,  our  short  skirts 
tucked  well  out  of  tlie  way,  we  would 
clasp  in  our  little  red-mittened  hands 
a  long  stick  held  out  to  us  by  some  chiv- 
alrous boy  on  skates.  Thus  ])re])ared, 
the  couples  went  swiftly  Hying  oxer  the 
smooth  glare  ice,  happy  being  too  tame  a 
^vor(l  to  describe  their  blissful  condition. 

\or  \\as  it  in  winter  only  th.at  our 
coeducation    \\.'is   carried   on:  snmnirr 
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c\cn  more  ()i)i)(Jiiiinitics  for  us. 
There  were  Saturday  afternoon  nieet- 
in<_^s  at  Poni[)'s  Pond,  ^^hen  the  /4'irls 
carried  lunches,  and  the  hoys  paddled 
out  on  rickety  rafts  for  tlie  pond-lilies 
that  grew  plentifully  in  the  water. 
Tliere  was  wading  in  with  shoeless  and 
stockingless  feet,  there  was  fishing  from 
the  rocks,  strolling  together  through  the 
thick,  sliadowless  grove,  picking  check- 
erherry  ]ea\'es,  hunting  wild  straw- 
herries,  and  making  \\  reaths  of  ground- 
i\'y  for  heads  \\hich  have  since  worn 
laurel. 

Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  was  a  pupil 
at  the  Academy  in  those  days.  I  re- 
member how  small  he  looked,  walking 
beside  my  three  tall  hrotliers.  Tfe  used 
to  mind  ])eing  so  shoi  t;  but  no  one  else 
thought  the  less  of  him  for  it,  he  was 
always  so  good-TialurcMl  and  mei'ry. 

TTT] 
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Never  for  a  moment  suppose  that  Old 
Andover  gave  its  ehildreii  only  gloom 
and  a  severe,  monastic  life!  We  had 
prayer  and  catechism,  rigid  rules  to 
keep,  and  little  change  of  scene;  but 
in  our  veins  strong  young  blood  ran 
riot,  from  our  happy  hearts  merry  mis- 
chief bubbled  out  continually,  blitlie 
songs  filled  the  still  Andover  air,  and 
bright-eyed,  sunny  faces  gladdened  the 
student  at  every  turn.  It  seems  to  me 
now,  in  looking  back,  as  if  we  were  all 
of  us,  Phillips  Academy  boys  and  girls 
of  the  humble  private  school,  God's 
smile  upf)n  the  isolated,  exclusive,  rather 
gloomy  life  of  ihv  grave  Seminarians, 
the  sunlight  coming  in  tlu'ough  the 
dim,  cloistered  windov/s,  making  tlieir 
Jives  more  cheerful,  and  tlierefore  more 
efT(Ttive. 


IV 

ani)()Vi:r  wi:i:k-I)ay  meetings 

Km:kv  cvcnini^  in  the  week  had,  on  ^Vn- 
(lover  ITill,  its  oceasional  reh^i^'ious  or 
literary  niceting\  On  eertain  Monday 
niglits  was  held  tlie  ^lonthly  Concert 
of  ]^rayer  I'or  I^'oreig'n  Missions."  To 
go  to  this  nieeling  was  as  ()])lin;atory 
upon  ns  as  to  ])e  fonnd  in  our  eliapel 
scats   on   tlie   Sahl)atli.     Willi   it  no 

N worldly  husiness  or  pleasnre  was  ever 
allowed  to  interfere.  Vunetually  when 
that  hell  (it  nsed  in  old  tiiiies  to  strihe 
the  note  A)  <^ave  the  first  v/ai-nini;; 
sound,  dressed  in  suits  M'hieh  a  sort 
of  compromise  ])ctween  the  teni])erc(l 
frivolity  of  the  week  and  Ihe  solemnity 
of  the  Sahhalh  eostuiiie,  A\'e  slai-tcd,  as 
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families,  for  two  long,  v/orship-filled 
hours. 

As  we  tripped  over  the  quiet  Common 
or  under  the  arehcd  elms,  we  children 
felt  a  freedom  a])out  these  not  quite 
Sabbatical  occasions  w-hich  we  alwa5^s 
enjoyed.  The  heathen  were  a  great  way 
off,  and  a  devotional  frame  of  mind  did 
not  seem  of  any  great  consequence  as 
far  as  their  conversion  was  concerned. 
And  then  the  moonlight  or  the  starlight, 
tlie  long,  flecked,  curious  shadows  on 
tlie  broad  graveled  walks,  the  little 
groups  dropping  into  line  here  and 
there,  and  tlie  occasional  merry  greet- 
ings—  these  things  were  very  week- 
day-like, and  fiill  of  liuman  interest. 

Our  cha])el  was  hut  dimly  liglited. 
Tlie  tall()\v  dins  in  tlie  candelabra  threw 
only  a  i'vw  ])()or,  scared  beams  down 
upon  tlie  sitter  directly  beneath  them. 
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Tiicy  ol'tcri,  gultcriii<^'  and  .S|H:llcring 
as  was  their  wont,  dropped  also  some- 
thing^ far  less  agreeable.  Upon  tlie 
faded  red  velvet  covering  of  the  pulpit 
stood  three  branched  candlesticks,  Vvhich 
always  had  for  me  a  wonderfull}^  holy 
association.  They  were  kept,  when  not 
in  u.se,  in  a  small  closet  hi  the  entry. 
Scores  of  times  I  have  opened  the  door 
and  peeped  in  at  them  ^^ith  awed  CTiri- 
osity.  They  were,  T  fancied,  made  after 
the  very  ]):ittern  David  ga^'c  to  Solo- 
mon for  tliat  other  altar:  ''Even  the 
wciglit  for  the  candlesticks  of  gold,  and 
for  theii'  lanips  of  gold,  by  weight  for 
every  candlestick,  and  for  the  lamps 
thereof." 

Triiagine  the  room,  dingy  even  in  sun- 
light, thus  dimly  illuminated,  and  see 
us  gathering  demurely  to  our  a])j)()inted 
soats.    One  of  the  ])rof(\ssors  gcTicrally 
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took  charge  of  the  meeting;  and  I  do 
nut  think  the  exercises  differed  much 
from  what  they  might  be  to-day.  Eut 
to  this  there  was  one  great  exception. 
JMission  work  is  now  an  accomphshed 
fact;  then  it  was  only  a  prayer,  or  at 
best  a  hope ;  the  results  were  all  hidden. 
Yet  I  doubt  if  even  with  the  record  of 
to-day  any  more  interest  is  awakened, 
or  any  greater  certainty  felt  that  it  is 
a  God-appointed  institution.  Never  a 
shade  of  doubt  or  questioning  crept 
into  the  opening  prayer.  The  men  wlio 
led  the  meeting  were  in  earnest  as 
men,  and  as  full  oF  heauiiiul  iV.ith  as 
little  children.  Rejxn^ts  v.ere  brought 
in  from  every  mission  station,  l)ut  so  few 
and  so  weak  were  the  laborers,  light- 
ing single-handed  against  })rincipalities 
and  ])owers,  against  tlie  rulers  of  dark- 
ness, and  s])iritual  \vickedn(\ss  in  iiigh 
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places,  and  so  slender  were  llic  results 
to  be  reported,  that  the  wonder  is,  how 
sensible  men  could  rise  and  go  through 
the  meager  detail,  expecting  to  arouse 
the  hearer's  sympathy,  or  even  gain  the 
assent  of  his  common  sense  as  to  the 
propriety  of  continuing  efforts  appar- 
ently so  fruitless.  x\nd  yet  I  suppose 
that  there  Vvxre  always  at  least  a  dozen 
auKHig  the  men  sitting  on  tliose  hard 
seats,  listening  in  that  still,  dim  room, 
who  felt  tluit  every  story  told  might, 
and  j)ro])al)iy  would,  come  true  in  tlieir 
own  lives,  and  express  the  result  of  all 
their  work,  their  ])rayers,  their  self- 
abnegation.  Itieliards  and  Spaulding, 
Goodell  and  King,  Poor  and  Smith,  sat 
there  and  listened,  and  yet  went  into  the 
whitened  field,  bound  uj)  their  harvest 
sheaves,  and  have  g(.ne  home  with  them, 
richly  laden. 
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I  am  not  surprised  as  I  look  back 
upon  these  meetings  that  so  nuich  v/as 
demanded  from  prayer  and  music,  the 
one  in  the  way  of  con^fort,  the  other  as 
a  means  of  arousing  hope.  AVhether  the 
hymn 

**Fr()m  Greenland's  icy  mountains," 

and  others  similarly  filled  with  mission- 
ary associations,  were  extant  then,  I  do 
not  remember,  but 

**  Jesus  shall  reii^n  wliereVr  the  sun," 

certainly  was,  and  when  it  rolled  out  to 
llie  tune  of  "  Old  Hundred,"  it  is  no 
wonder  tliat  lips  dumb  at  oilier  times 
joined  in  the  strain.  It  v/as  like  a 
clarion  sounding  the  joy  of  ccrtaiii  vic- 
tory, suggesling  that  though  the  pH)or 
dead  warrioi's  lay  slifi'  and  stark  u\)nn 
the  field,  the  glorious  banner  of  Jesus, 
King  of  Hosts,  was  still  flung  out  to  the 
brcc'/c. 
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MEETINGS 


Tuesday  evening  lirouglit  the  ^)()- 
ciety  of  Incjuiry/'  Knowing  that  the 
objects  of  in([uiry  were  questions  of  re- 
ligious interest,  we  eared  less  to  see  the 
large  windows  of  our  ehapel  ghninier 
v.ilh  their  dull  lights.  wStill  we  went 
often,  and  listened  to  things  which  v.ere 
no  doubt  good,  but  which,  shame  to  our 
unregenerate  hearts,  failed  to  interest 
us,  or  call  fortii  in  us  any  deep  sympathy. 

On  Wednesday  evening  tlie  lights 
struggled  out  again,  and  tlie  bell  tolled, 
1)ut  now  to  summon  only  the  jn-ofessors 
and  students  to  a  "  conference  meeting." 
It  was  a  prayer-meeting,  naturally; 
and,  as  I  understood  it,  —  of  course,  I 
never  was  present,  —  it  was  a  social, 
informal  gathering  where  tlie  ment'il 
and  moral  needs  of  tlie  students  came 
under  tl:e  teachers'  kind  supervision. 
Of  the  denih  and  height  and  ])i'eadih 
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()['  the  needs  of  their  liearts,  I  doubt 
whether  even  tlie  faintest  suspicion  ever 
dawned  upon  the  minds  of  tliose  devoted 
men. 

Thursday  evening  came  the  "  Porter 
Rhetorical."  That  was  the  occasion  we 
looked  forward  to  and  back  upon.  On 
Thursday  we  watched  daylight  fade, 
and  evening  shadows  creep  on,  and  al- 
most counted  the  moments  that  brought 
nearer  our  intellectual  treat.  We  were 
to  licar  orations  and  a  debate,  perhaps 
a  })()em!  ^\nd  in  all  these  we  should 
feel  a  certain  dasli  of  life  and  worhlli- 
ness,  very  taking  to  us  secluded  ones. 
At  these  rlu  torieals,  I  su])pose,  weapons 
were  foi'ged  w  liieh  have  since  done  great 
^^()rk  on  the  broad  llelds  of  theological 
^\a^^are.  I  know  that  Professor  l^or- 
silting  in  his  eusliioncd  sent  \\ilh 
\v()  \'cll()w  b:ni(!:ni:i.s  ;n*oun(l  liis  ncx'k 
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and  an  overcoat  under  his  blue  cloak', 
used  to  smile  most  benin-nantly  on  the 
wit  and  repartee  which  now  and  tlieu 
threw  its  Ihish  of  hght  over  the  dim 
room. 

In  many  respects  these  professional 
f^^atherings  were  not  very  different  from 
similar  (K'casions  to-day.  ])ut  what 
would  they  think  in  Andovcr  now, 
should  a  young  man  make  his  a])pcar- 
ance  u])on  tlie  platform  to  deliver  an 
oration,  in  the  costume  described  to  me 
as  his  by  a  city  clergyman? 

I  used,"  he  said,  "  to  button  up  my 
vest  and  spread  out  the  white  cotton 
liandkercliief  1  wore  around  my  neck 
so  as  to  hide  my  un])leached,  bosomless 
shirt;  and  T  always  ])ut  a  few  fresh 
tacks  into  the  holes  of  my  boots  to  m;ike 
sure  my  stockingless  feet  shoukl  nol  ob- 
trude^ tlu^niselves  upon  the  |)ubne  ga/e/' 
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lie  looked  back  upon  those  rugged  steps 
by  which  he  had  chnibed  as  ahnost 
flower-covered,  and  spoke  to  ine  v/ith 
tears  in  his  eyes  of  "  the  bk\ssc(l  days 
when  your  mother  was  an  angel  of  light 
to  nie."  And  this  man  lived  to  fill  for 
years  one  of  our  most  prominent  pul- 
pits, and  to  exert  an  influence  no  one 
can  measure. 

]Most  peculiar,  as  an  Andover  week- 
day meeting,  was  the  "  Jew^s'  fleeting," 
held  on  Friday  evening  at  the  house  of 
Professor  Porter.  That  house  was  very 
different  then  from  ^^hat  it  is  to-day. 
If  it  had  been  hermetically  seakd  from 
foundation  to  roof,  the  sun  and  air  would 
liave  found  almost  as  I'cady  aihnillanee. 
Closed  doors,  cIoscmI  outside  shultei's 
and  inside  window -blinds,  and  a  genei'al 
slint-down  and  sbiit-in  aii*  made  it  sc^enu 
to  us  children   al    least,  lila*  a  great 


A  M) ()  V i: u    w  I : K  i^  - 1 ) .\  \    .M  i: kt i  x  ( ; s 


wuodcii  tomb.  Here  every  I'riday  even- 
ing a  few  y()un<^'  people  were  <>':ilhereil 
together  to  [)ray  for  the  eonversion  of 
the  Jews.  1  do  not  know  hut  th::t  sonie- 
^\here  in  this  wide  world  meetings  are 
licid  for  this  same  ohjeet  now,  but  shni- 
lar  to  these  they  eannot  be. 

]\f  rs.  Porter,  the  wife  of  the  })rofessor, 
A\as  the  sole  originator,  cind  if  I  niciy  so 
express  it,  the  sole  ])ro])rIctor  of  these 
meetings,  \\diat  eharm  slie  eonld  liave 
tiirowri  around  them  to  draw  us  young 
])eople  thither,  T  ean.not  now  even  im- 
agine; but  eiiarm  there  was,  so  thai  on 
r'l'iday  evening,  ])artieularly  in  v/inter, 
when  our  other  diversions  were  so  few, 
we  often  elimbed  up  the  iey  granite 
stej)s,  swung  o])en  the  two  carefidiy 
elnsed  outside  doors,  gro])ed  our  \\ay 
through  the  large,  desolate  hall,  by  IIk^ 
aid  of  the  one  tallow  eandle  in  the  br'  ;hf 
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britanilia  candlestick,  to  a  small  room, 
separated  by  a  wooden  partition  from  the 
piazza,  of  which  it  had  originally  formed 
a  part.  In  this  bit  of  a  room  was  a  light 
stand,  upon  which  were  placed  tw(j  tall 
plated  candlesticks,  holding  the  inevi- 
table tallow  dips,  a  pile  of  "  Village 
Hymn-Books,"  and  a  Bible.  Close  by 
there  w^as  a  red-hot  stove,  and  almost 
touching  the  stove  a  little  w^oman  dressed 
in  a  plain,  old-fashioned  black  dress.  A 
tight  lace  cap,  with  narrow  black  strings, 
surmounted  a  face  so  singularly  placid 
and  quiet  that  Mrs.  Porter  might  have 
passed  for  some  old  saint  stepped  out 
from  a  picture-frame.  Two  small  hands 
Were  ahvays  folded  softly  together  in 
her  lap,  and  two  small  brown  eyes 
twinkled  out  the  only  welcome  we  ever 
recei\'ed.     ^"ellow  wooderi  chairs  were 

arran<_i;ed    in    elos(^   nnd    solemn  order 
__ 
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aloii-^'  iiic  walls  ui'  the  nn)iii,  aiui  l)L'i\.rc 
each  of  those  intended  for  the  smaller 
children  was  always  carefully  placed  a 
carpeted  footstool.  No  matter  how 
early  we  came,  not  a  syllable  was  ever 
allowed  to  be  spoken;  any  attempt  at 
a  whisper  was  always  followed  by  a 
denunciatory  trotting  of  Mrs.  Porter's 
little  moccasin-covered  feet  upon  Lhe 
bare  lloor. 

Cienerally  three  or  four  of  the  Semi- 
nary .sludcnts  came  in  to  carry  on  the 
mccling,  choice  spirits,  chosen  by  iNIrs. 
l^orlcr  because  they  had  evinced  nrucli 
fervor  in  rc^^^ard  to  the  conversion  of  the 
despised,  downtrodden  Hebrews;  and 
upon  these  students,  as  well  as  upon  us, 
seemed  to  fall  the  magnetism  peculiar 
to  the  occasion.  The  Jews  did  not  y/ccm 
cold,  formal,  or  distant  objects  of 
prayer;    tliey    wci'e    li\ ing,  snlVei'iug, 
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sinning  fellow  mortals,  nearer  and 
dearer,  in  that  Christ  had  lived  among 
them,  and  had  been  himself  a  Jcv/. 
Prayer,  singing,  and  the  reading  of 
chapters  from  the  Bible  and  a  few  per- 
tinent newspaper  cuttings  found  during 
the  week  usually  made  up  tlie  services. 
The  associations  my  memory  holds  of 
these  meetings  are  these:  the  desolate- 
ness  of  the  house,  the  gathering  of  so 
many  young  people  for  such  an  object, 
the  demure,  devotional,  little  central 
figure,  and  over  all  a  peculiar  Oriental 
glamour,  so  (juickly  to  be  IVlt,  so  iir.pos- 
sibk'  to  (k'scribe  —  a  gkiinour  rendered 
more  eirecti\e  by  the  rebivioiis,  literary 
atmosphere  in  wliicii  it  was  dex  eloped. 

Saturday  night  brought  a  social 
])i-ayer-me('ling  in  \]w  lower  lecture 
room  of*  tlie  chapel.  'I'o  Ibis,  when  little 
girls,  wc  wcvv  ne\c'r  im  iled:  but  when 
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years  niadc  tlic  need  ol'  siicli  religious 
intercourse  more  apparent,  the  front 
seats  were  set  a])art  Tor  ladies  and  their 
presence  tolei-aled  —  or  ])ei'haps  T  may 
truliirully  admit  any  extra  sliade  of  wel- 
come that  may  he  imph'ed  in  the  ^vi)n\ 
allo\ve(h  ]>ut,  httle  ^irls  or  grown 
women,  we  were  never  legitimate  parts 
of  tliis  Andover  life.  AVe  listened  in 
tliese  meetings;  we  sang  with  fear  and 
tremhhng,  lest  onr  thin  voices  shonld 
in  any  way  distni*!)  the  liockhart  So- 
ciety, wliieh  in  so  (hgnified  and  classical 
a  way  conducted  the  musical  })art  of  the 
ser\  ices;  we  /joined  in  the  prayers  in 
the  ha! f-luarted  manner  of  those  wlio 
feel  IhemseKes  outsiders.  AVhen  the 
^Anien had  disniissed  us  —  shall  T 
dare  to  confess  it?  —  wc  sometimes 
\\'ent  out  througli  the  entry  with  "  \\]\- 

gering  st(^ps  an^l  sIo^^^"  not  exix^cl  in(.>; 
__ 
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escort  —  of  course  not!  —  but  still  al- 
lowing to  ourselves  the  possibility  that 
our  walk  home  miglit  not  be  solitar3\ 
That  it  was  not  always  solitary,  no  ])etter 
proof  can  be  given  tlian  the  fact  that 
of  all  the  young  ladies  l)orn  and  l)red 
on  Andover  Hill,  only  one,  that  I  can 
recollect,  married  a  man  who  was  not 
a  minister.  INIany  other  religious  serv- 
ices have  had  a  similar  outcome;  let 
us  not  lay  up  the  fact  against  the  life 
or  the  meetings  on  iVndover  Hill. 
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V 

ANDOVKR  HOLIDAYS 

That  not  all  the  variations  in  oiir  ^\n- 
(lovcr  life  were  afforded  by  our  (liflerent 
religious  meetings  will  appear  from  a 
short  aceount  of  our  holidays.  They 
were  few,  hut  Ihey  were  true  holidays. 
There  was  Isleetion  Day,  reference  to 
which  has  already  heen  made.  There 
was  Fast  Day,  if  so  religious  an  occa- 
sion ought  to  he  called  a  holiday;  at 
least  we  had  no  school,  and  if  not  a 
regular  dinner,  a  wonderfully  good 
lunclieon,  and  the  freedom  of  the  day 
after  the  morning  service  in  the  chapel. 
Chr'slmas  Vv'as  ignored.  There  was  too 
much  ]Nn'itan  hlood  in  the  faculty  lo 
allow  any  such  "  popish  recognition  of 
a  douhlful  date."    As  for  Xcw  ^^ear^s, 


OLD    ANDOVKU  DAYS 


perhaps  it  is  enoiigli  for  nic  to  say  tliat 
one  of  my  most  vivid  ehildish  recollec- 
tions is  of  a  sermon  preached  on  the 
first  of  January  from  the  text,  This 
yciw  thou  shalt  die."  Tlie  preacher 
spoke  of  the  opening  year  as  the  narrow 
neck  of  land  between  the  two  unbounded 
seas  of  past  and  future,  and  brought  out 
the  inexorable  moral: 

**A  point  of  time,  a  moment's  space. 
Divides  you  from  your  lieavenly  [)lace. 
Or  shuts  you  u[)  in  — . " 

Tlie  Seminary  Anniversary  and 
Thanksgiving  were  the  two  main  occa- 
sions of  our  full  enjoyment.  i\nni\'cr- 
sary,  the  week  mIicu  the  senior  class 
graduated,  was  our  great  jubilee.  It  is 
diflieiilt  }U)\\\  with  the  ei'o\v(!ing  of  sim- 
ilar e\'ents  and  the  changcMl  status  of 
tlie  minisli*y,  to  realize  the  signilieance 
ol*  such  occasions  ^^•hen  theolo^ienl  scmu- 

_— 
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iiiarics  were  IV*\\,  rcli^ii^ioiis  aiul  literal'}' 
gatherings  rare  entertainments,  and  llic 
"  ephod  of  gold,  blue,  and  ])nr])le,  and 
scarlet,  and  fine  twined  linen,"  as  yet  a 
prieslly  garment  of  (-od's  a])])()inting, 
pure  and  unspotted  from  the  world. 

The  ])ustle  of  preparation  began  in 
the  families  of  the  faculty  at  least  two 
weeks  before  the  appointed  date.  AVe 
cliildren  were  sent  out  to  scour  tlie  coun- 
try for  miles  around,  in  search  of  eggs, 
chickens,  and  such  nice  fruits  as  ^vere 
afforded  by  early  September  and  the 
rather  crude  state  of  AndoNcr  horticul- 
ture. "  Ilel})  "  (that  was  the  iVndover 
term),  trained  l)y  service  in  ])re\  ions 
years,  was  duly  notified  of  the  coniing 
need.  Gardens  were  weeded,  grounds 
were  raked.  Jo(^  Pc^arson  \\as  pnt  to 
work  u])on  tli^'  ])road  walks  heading  n]) 

to  (h("  cli'Mirl.    Sti'ay  rails  wvvr  I'cpla.ced 
__ 
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ill  fences  and  gates,  dead  branches  were 
lopped  from  tree  and  bush;  and  a  i^en- 
eral  air  of  Sabbatical  jubilee  pervaded 
the  very  atmosphere. 

And  then  tlie  cooking!  I  am  almost 
afraid  I  should  be  considered  exagger- 
ating if  I  should  recount  the  loaves  of 
richest,  rarest,  most  delicious  cake  that 
crowded  every  pantry,  and  in  my 
mother's  house  filled  a  little  room  up- 
stairs, set  apart  for  this  use.  And  tlie 
pies!  hiding  within  their  dainty  cover- 
ings fruits  flavored  by  the  potent  sun- 
sliine,  nowhere  brigliter  in  its  brief 
season  of  shining  tlian  on  tliis  chosen 
Hill.  To  gaze  on  these  })ies,  ranged  on 
long  rows  of  impromptu  shelves,  came 
almost  liourly  eagei'-eyed  children  on 
lillle  t!i)toe!ng  feet.  It  is  bcaulirul  to 
recall  this  la\isli  hospitality,  tliis  bring- 
ing of  the  \'e]'v  ehoieesl  and  I)est  ;Mid 
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piling  it  up  so  whole-licartcdly  to  do 
honor  to  the  occasion.  There  was  some- 
thing more  than  met  tlie  senses  in  tiie 
savory  smells  of  roast  and  hoiled  arid 
haked  tliat  (hiy  after  day  issued  from 
tlie  crowded,  l)usy  kitchens.  These  fam- 
ihes  were  in  earnest  in  their  hehef  that 
their  work,  even  in  so  small  a  matter 
as  entertaining,  was  ordered  hy  their 
great  Taskmaster,  and  that  to  help  them 
j)erform  it  well  all  they  had  in  the  world 
was  not  too  much  to  hring. 

Kvery  inch  of  space  in  all  the  houses 
near  tlie  Seminary  was  devoted  to  the 
accommodation  of  guests.  The  rooms 
of  state  in  the  different  households  were 
assigned  to  the  visitors,"  and  to  the 
"  memhers  of  the  corporal  ion/'  the  "  vis- 
itors "  heing  honored  first.  Cai)acious 
garrets  were  transfornuMl  into  long 
slee])ing-rooms.     Tx'ds   wvvv   ])\\[  up. 
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and  draped  in  white  by  niy  mother's 
skilful  fingers,  in  our  airy  wood-house 
chamber.  The  boys  were  assigned  soft 
spots  on  tlie  haymow.  Extra  help  " 
was  tucked  away  in  places  imaginable 
or  unimagina])le,  but  strictly  comfort- 
able. "  Use  hospitality  witliout  grudg- 
ing"; never,  even  in  Andover,  was  a 
Bible  maxim  more  rigidly  enforced  than 
this  one,  by  the  hanging  out  of  the  latch- 
string  at  Anniversary  time. 

I  have  no  recollection  tliat  Sunday 
brought  to  the  graduation  class  j)arling 
words  of  affection  and  counsel;  still,  it 
was  the  last  Sunday  to  be  sj)cnt  hvvc 
with  those  who  had  l)()rnc  an  iiiiporlant 
part  in  our  prayers  and  praises  for  Ihree 
long  jxars  —  the  very  last  until  wc 
should  all  meet 

*'\Vli('r(>  I  lie  :is^(Miii)ly  n(^\^r  hrr.'iks  up, 
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On  Monday  ni()rnin<i,'  Andovcr  was 
astir  witli  tlic  first  (la\vnin<4'  of  tlic  i>'rav 
Septcnil)cr  light.  The  final  touch  ^vas 
to  be  put  on  house  and  j^rounds;  and 
such  of  tlie  cuhnary  ])reparations  as 
could  not  l)e  attended  to  during  the  pre- 
vious week  must  he  hurried  to  an  im- 
mediate consummation. 

There  were  no  raih'oads  in  those  early 
days.  Distance  was  overcome  by  fa- 
tigue, and  long-considered,  well-laid 
])lans.  The  journey  to  an  Andover 
Anniversary  seemed  as  great  an  under- 
taking to  the  scattered  sons  and  friends 
of  tlie  Seminary  as  would  a])pear  to  us 
now  a  tri])  to  Kurope  or  even  a  tour 
around  the  world.  There  was  pinching 
and  depri\'atio!i  in  many  a  ])oor  min- 
ister's family  in  oi'drr  to  allow  tlu^  hus- 
band and  falh"r  to  go  u|)  with  the  oilier 
elect  to  tliis  talx^rnacle  of  their  T.ord. 
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There  were  long,  weary  miles  trodden 
by  weary  feet,  rough  roads  driven  over 
with  a  thin,  hungry  horse  in  tlie  old 
"  one  hoss  shay,"  and  rusty  saddle-bags 
mended  and  i^acked  witli  scanty,  seedy 
wardrobes,  always  containing,  liowever, 
no  matter  what  they  miglit  be  without, 
the  mimaculate  white  cravat.  Oh,  there 
was  such  a  shaking  of  the  dry  bones  of 
the  poor  country  clergy,  that  their  rattle 
comes  down  to  me  now.  I  write  it  rev- 
erently, with  a  smile  which  has  in  it  far 
more  of  sadness  than  of  mirth. 

Any  time  after  breakfast  on  IMonday 
morning  guests  were  expected  to  arri\  e. 
Our  drawing-room  chamber  was  set 
apart  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  AVilliam  ]{eed 
of  ^larbleliead.  Wending  its  way  along 
tlie  pleasant  Salem  turi;])ik(\  tliere  came 
in  sight,  ahoul  rioon  on  Monday,  Mr. 
I^cumTs  handsoHK^  eai'i'iMgc.     Mr.  and 
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]\lrs.  l{ec(l  were  [)C(){)lc  of  \vca!llK  histc, 
and  cultivation,  and  cvcrytliin^i*'  ron- 
nected  with  tlicni  possessed  a  eliarin. 
Faultless  in  all  their  a])|)()intnients  of 
dress  and  equipa^^e,  wIUi  a  eertain  air 
of  refinement  and  high  life,  they  hr()u<4'ht 
into  the  professional  world,  the  Anniver- 
sary of  which  they  attended,  an  urhane 
influence  that  made  itself  immediately 
felt.  A\'illi  \\arm  Cdiristian  hearts, 
ready  sympathies,  and  open  purses,  they 
touched  this  strani^'c  life  at  poirits  no 
others  seemed  to  a])proach,  —  touched, 
and  l()uchini>\  hlessed. 

Up  the  IJoston  tui-n])ike,  at  al)()ut  the 
same  hour,  came  .Tohn  Codman,  d.d., 
his  stout  lMii>;lish  horses,  his  stout 
Kn^Iish  coach,  his  slout  iMi^lish  coach- 
man, his  I'uddy,  coi'dial  h'n<j;lish  self, 
and  his  nohle  Utile  ^\ife.  was  one 

of  !he  cloth,  this  naiui'e's  nohli'iiian:  \'et 
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the  ^vhite  cravat  and  llie  clerical  air  did 
not  sit  (luite  naturally  on  liis  round, 
portly  form.  An  old  English  manor- 
house,  with  escutcheons  emblazoned  on 
portal  and  hall,  Avith  rich  carvings  in 
time-honored  oak,  shining  plate  deeply 
graved  with  tlie  family  arms,  packs  of 
hounds,  stables  full  of  hunters,  retinues 
of  retainers,  —  this  would  seemingly 
have  formed  his  natural  environment; 
but  here  he  was,  a  meek,  working  coun- 
try minister,  rich  in  every  good  word, 
w^ork,  and  deed,  richer  far  in  tliese  tlian 
in  the  gold  tliat  tui'iicd  [he  glebe  lands 
into  richest  pastures,  and  the  simple  ])ar- 
sonage  into  a  tasteful,  old-world  home. 
If  he  had  been  abscnU  the  AnnixcM'sary 
would  b.a\e  lost  one  of  its  brightest  or- 
naments, and  i\nd()\'er  one  of  ils  warm- 
est IViinds. 

'riici'c  \\(Mi!(l  jdso  coTue  driving  up  tlie 
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Hill  al)()iit  noon  a  lar<4c,  old-rasliioncd 
sta<4'c-coac*li  drawn  l)y  lour  horses.  In- 
side upon  the  hack  scat  sat  ]Mr.  Bartlctt, 
one  of  the  most  ijenerous  ])enefaetors 
ol*  the  Seminary.  Thickly  stowed  away 
upon  the  other  scats  were  as  many  of  liis 
grandchildren  as  the  hi^;^  vehicle  could 
he  made  to  hold.  The  coach  drew  up 
hefore  the  house  of  the  IJartlett  pro- 
fessor, wlio  ^vas  always  ex[)ecled  to  en- 
tcitain  his  ilhislri^uis  jj,'uest.  Generally 
one  or  Uvo  of  his  ^'randchildren  re- 
maini'd  \\ilh  liim,  and  the  rest  Avere 
eagerly  soui^lit  for  hy  the  difrerent  fam- 
ilies connected  ^vlih  tlie  faculty. 

^fr.  ]>artlett\s  most  evident  charac- 
teristic on  these  occasions  ^vas  liis  child- 
like simi)licify.  There  was  in  liim  an 
utter  ahsence  of  any  demand  upon  the 
;4"i*atitude  of  those  he  had  so  nohly 
]u'1tu\'1,  —  indeed,  no  m'ui  could  Iru'c 
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been  more  hum])le  aiul  retiring.  A 
stranger  asked  to  seleet  from  the  group 
who  occupied  the  seats  of  honor  the 
principal  benefactor,  would  in  all  prob- 
ability have  passed  him  by. 

Another  guest  was  Jeremiah  Day, 
president  of  Yale  College,  high  of  fore- 
head, delicate  of  form,  smiling  benig- 
nantly  over  the  assembly.  He  singled 
out  the  sons  of  his  alma  mater,  watching 
and  advising  them  from  the  wisdom  of 
his  great  fatherly  heart,  proud  of  their 
success,  and  full  of  blessings. 

Daniel  Dana,  d.d.,  brought  hither 
the  reputation  of  being  Old  School," 
ciwd  for  tliat  reason  never  ceased  to  ])e 
to  us  children  a  living  wonder.  Our 
fatlier  was  to  him  a  lieretie!  —  an  awful 
A>()r(l,  of  wliieh  only  children  bred  on 
i\nd()ver  Tlill  can  conceive  llie  I'ull 
S!gni(ie;nice. 
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(Jii  Monday  ilvcrc  was  Ii-ld  [\\-  ]);il;l"c 
meeting;'  of  the  Society  oT  Iii'iuiry.  It 
^vas  never  crowded,  its  sT)ccific  interest 
bein<^  of  a  missionary  and  not  of  a  liter- 
aiy  character.  On  Tuesday  came  tlie 
pubhe  examination,  wliich  tiied  young 
nien's  souls  tlien  as  now,  l)ut  ^^llich  v.as 
then  considered  a  Httle  more  final  in 
settling  the  (juestion  of  the  student's 
fitness  for  the  ministry. 

On  Tuesda.y,  too,  tlie  social  cliaractcr 
of  th.e  ho]i:]ay  l)egan  to  manifest  itseif. 
The  throng  of  visitors  had  well-nigh 
gathered.  Kvery  house  was  full,  every 
table  crowded;  and  the  assembling  of 
fi'iends  —  reunions,  we  should  call  theni 
n()^v  —  began.  (Juests  were  raT)idl\^ 
transferred  from  one  liouse  to  another- 
for  dinncM',  for  t(\a,  and  for  \hc  e:M*iy 
breakfast.  If  therc^  is  a  profession  gi\'  Ti 
to  extreme  sociabi!it\'  in  its  inter\iews 
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it  is  tlic  niinishy.  ^Vfter  tlic  saying  cf 
grace,  ahvays  solemn  with  tlie  sudden 
hush  of  voices  and  the  cessation  of  the 
chck  of  china,  a  more  liearty  and  cordial 
(ihandon  could  n.ot  he  found  anywhere 
among  any  class  of  peoj)le  than  used 
for  an  hour  to  fill  the  various  rooms. 
All  theological  differences  were  put 
aside;  grim  old  specters  of  natural  de- 
pravity, original  sin,  election,  redemp- 
tion, predestination,  and  free  grace  were 
relegated  into  the  ohscurity  from  whicli 
they  came,  and  man  met  man,  his  fellow 
man. 

Tuesday  cvem'ng  drew  a  crov.'d  to 
listen  to  ])()pular  speaking  ])y  the  l\)rter 
Rhetorieal  Soeielv.  There  was  a  poc^m, 
and    lliei'e  orations,    \\\[\\  the 

worldly,  litcr.'U'v  sniael^:  of  which  I  have 
ali'cndy  spo!>:(  n  as  peeuli.'U'  to  the  niect- 
ir].e;s  of  the  society  f hrouj^^hont  the  ycir. 
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Tu  do  well  was  lo  \)c  assiii'L'd  ol*  a  |)iil|)it, 
perhaps  of  a  <^()()(I  parish.  The  hero  of 
the  occasion,  if  he  had  done  well,  was 
the  (listini>'iiishe(l  indi\'idiial  v/lio  de- 
livered tlie  address.  If  he  liad  failed  — 
\\elK  failure  Vv'as  no  worse  then  than 
now;  only  \u  those  ])riniitive  days 
liearers  ^\■ere  a  trifle  more  honest. 

A\^ednesday  was  iJic  day  of  the  week. 
Then  every  one  wIk)  meant  to  eome  np 
to  the  Passover  had  <>athere(l.  ^Vll 
alonii;  the  fences  leading'  from  the 
er()^vded  Mansion  House  up  and  down 
the  streets  stood  ean*iages  of  e\'ery  de- 
scription, which  had  hrought  in  heavy 
loads  of  visitors.  Scores  of  horses  were 
tied  inside  the  fences,  and  husy  hoys 
and  men  were  hurrying'  fi'om  one  to  an- 
olliei*,  I)i<^'  hundles  of  hay  undei*  their 
arms,  and  measures  full  of  oats  in  their 
hands.    Cheat  a  lioi'se  out  of  a  spear  of 
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oats  on  ^viulover  Hill?  The  very  sui?- 
gestion  is  absurd. 

Long  l)cfore  the  chapel  door  was 
opened  a  dense  crov,  d  filled  the  walk  and 
the  steps.  People  huddled  under  tlie 
windows,  sometimes  irreverently  climb- 
ing up  to  them  and  peeking  in  to  sec 
how  soon  entrance  would  be  allowed. 
When  the  door  was  at  last  thrown  open, 
what  an  orderly  rush  there  was,  how  re- 
spectful and  silent,  but  how  decided! 
Though  it  was  ^Vndover,  there  was  no 
thought  that  the  first  should  be  last. 

\\^hen  tlie  "  ITonoral)le  Corporation 
and  lioard  of  Visitors  "  were  ready  to 
make  their  slow  and  dignificnl  entrance, 
a  j)eeiiliar  and  distinguished- looking 
audirnee  awaited  lliem.  Men  and 
^sonicn  \vere  the  re  whose  names  go  dow  n 
to  |)osterity,  who  |)ow('rs,  woi'k- 

iM!4'  lici'c  in  Arnci'Icn,  \\'orkirig  in  l\ui'ope. 
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Asia,  and  .M'rica,  and  in  (lie  many 
islands  of  the  sea;  (iod's  \\'()rknR*n, 
^^aiidi'd,  upheld,  ministered  unto,  and 
finally  ^i^alliered  to  the  great  ^Vnniver- 
sai'v  al)()\  e. 

\W'(hies(lay  niglit  tlie  lioliday  was 
over.  After  one  large  tea-])arty,  lield  at 
an  early  hour,  llie  lines  of  liorses  and 
carriages  (juiekly  disappeared  from 
fences  and  posts.  I^'arewells  ^vcvc 
spoken,  and  excn  to  us  reluelant  chil- 
dren came  the  consciousness  that  the 
great  A nni\'eivsary  was  ox  er.  By  'Idiurs- 
day  noon  nearly  every  guest  had  de- 
])arte(l,  and  a  siillness,  an  Andover  still- 
ness, settled  down  ()\'er  the  peaceful 
ilill.  Xeighing  of  hoi'ses,  rattling  of 
carriage  wheels,  tram])ling  of  many 
feet,  greeting  of  I'riendly  xoices,  -  all 
were  o\'er  no\\';  and  in  the  hush  Ihe 
chii'j)ing  of  noisy  insects,  the  laistling 
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of  falling  leaves,  spoke  the  soft  on- 
creeping  of  the  autiinin  time. 

lint  Thanksgiving  still  remained  to 
us,  and  even  among  the  earliest  of  Old 
Anuover  Days  it  was  a  joyful  holiday. 
Coming  at  the  end  of  Xovember,  when 
autumn  had  changed  her  golden  r()l)e 
for  one  of  glittering  hoarfrost,  when 
sleigh-bells  were  ringing  merrily  over 
our  snow-bound  streets,  and  when  boys 
and  girls,  red-niittened,  with  gaudy 
comforters  tied  close  around  their  necks, 
were  exchanging  their  hoarded  stores  of 
walnuts  and  butternuts,  swapping  ears 
of  ])()p-C()rn,  and  trading  lialdwins  for 
greenings,  witli  niueh  close  attention  to 
their  relative  values,  —  all  this  with  an 
eye  to  a  more  worthy  celebration  of 
llie  coming  festixal,  ^  it  was  only  sec- 
ond in  ini])()rt:ince  to  the  moi'e  ])nblic 
.\  nniversai'v. 
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II  \\:is  then,  as  now,  a  faiiiily  occa- 
sion. TIr-i-c  were  i'cw  A\an(lerers  to 
conic  home;  for  in  the  f'aiuihcs  of  the 
faculty  the  chihlrcn  were  youni;-  and 
had  not  yet  scattered;  and  to  tra\'el 
to  Massachusetts  from  otlier  states,  in 
the  old,  slow  sta<^'e-coaches,  was  con- 
sidered almost  an  impossihility  at  this 
inclement  season  ol*  the  year;  for  in- 
deed winter  came  earlier  then,  and 
with  a  usn!*i)atlon  of  entire  ri<4'ht  to 
land  and  water  that  would  he  disputed 
now. 

It  is  wonderful,  in  lookinij^  ])ack,  what 
a  holida}'  we  made  of  it!  \\'ecks  hefore, 
])reparation  he^'an  in  kitchen  and  ])an- 
try.  If  Anni\ ei*sai*\'  had  shown  shehes 
of  pies  and  /)ars  of  cakes,  Thanks^ix  inu,' 
at  least  douhled  the  numher.  Mince 
])ics  lasted,  (A'cn  with  hungry  hoys  and 
^ii'ls  who  were  niA'cr  denied  their  piece. 
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well  into  spring.  Frozen  hard  tliey 
were,  ])ut  none  tlie  worse  for  that. 

If  any  idea  came  into  our  heads  th.at 
the  day  was  in  any  sense  a  religious  fes- 
tival, it  has  completely  faded  from  my 
memory.  To  church  we  had  to  go  on 
Tlianksgiving  morning,  but  we  carried 
with  us  the  fragrance  of  the  roasting 
turke}^  the  warming  pies,  and  the  boil- 
ing vegetables;  and  instead  of  the  grave 
professor  who  was  offering  thanks  for 
us  all,  I  am  afraid  we  saw  rows  of  cran- 
berry tarts,  currant  jellies,  piles  of  nuts, 
rosy  apples,  and  pretty  twists  of  mo- 
lasses candy. 

What  a  jolly  meal  the  dinner  was! 
Every  chihrs  plate  was  piled  high  with 
delicacies  until  it  could  hold  no  more; 
and  the  fun  and  frolic  were  unsubdued 
by  a  look  or  ^\^)rd  from  Ihe  hc^ads  of  the 
ta])le.    AihI  then  nfU  r  dlimer  eanic  the 
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cusloiiiary  sluigh-ridc,  w  hen,  lia\  in}>' 
hired  a  douhlc  sl'ji^'h  from  Kay's  slahlc, 
\ve  would  pile  it  full  even  to  tlie  ruiincrs, 
and  drive  out  to  some  small  eounlry 
tavern.  There  we  ])layed  merry  games, 
Iieated  our  soa])stoncs,  refilled  our 
hollies  ol'  hot  water,  and  ])add  for  oui* 
hhiziuL*^  ^^■o()d  lire.  ^\t  an  early  hour 
\\c  ^vent  sin;^ing'  home.  A  decorous 
youn<4'  parly  we  were,  hut  a  vei'y  hapj)y 
one. 

Tlie  festi\'al  lias  ])eeome  sacred  now. 
Xwy  hallowed  are  its  memories,  for  the 
w hile-winL;x'd  anii,'el  has  home  one  al'ter 
another  IVom  the  father's  house  here  to 
the  [^reat  Leather's  liome  ahove. 
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ANDOVEPi  WOMEN 

A:\ioxG  the  women  known  to  tlie  cliil- 
dren  of  Andover  Hill,  ]Mrs.  John 
Adams,  as  an  embodiment  of  the  tyi)ical 
mother,  must  have  the  first  place.  She 
was  a  large  woman,  with  a  full,  frank, 
beaming  face,  and  soft  hair,  which, 
when  we  lost  her,  had  silver  threads  run- 
ning throu<4li  it.  I  write  '"we,"  for  she 
was  the  motlicr  of  us  all,  as  well  as  of 
her  own  ninr  cliildi'cn.  AN^hcn  my  child 
friend  Kmily  sat  on  one  of  her  knees 
and  I  on  the  oilier,  hci*  hrDnd  la])  sccnicd 
io  US  the  niosL  cheerful  and  reslful  ])lacc 
in  all  onr  lit  t  le  w oi'ld.  I  i'  \\  r  hurt  us,  wc 
tui'iMed  iiieontinenlly  into  her  nursery, 
and  cried  it  out  in  lu  r  lox  ini^'  arms.  If 
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Avc  were  overllowiiiL*'  with  loxc  and  joy 
we  took  licr  by  storm,  pulled  her  down 
among  (Hir  ra^^'  hahies  and  hloek  houses, 
fed  her  with  our  mud-pies,  and  grew 
wise  and  good  as  she  petted  us.  I  ean- 
not  remember  that  she  ever  told  us  tluit 
we  were  sinners,  or  prayed  ^vlth  us;  l)ut 
she  gave  us  big  red  apples,  the  ])iggest 
and  reddest  that  ever  grew  out  of  the 
Garden  of  Eden;  and  she  would  leil  us, 
as  she  watehed  us  greedily  de\'oui*  Ih'jin, 
liow  niueh  better  it  was  to  be  good  and 
liave  such  niee  tilings  given  us,  than  to 
l)e  naughty  and  for  tliat  l)e  shut  up  in 
some  ihivk,  eold  eloset. 

Slie  loved  flowers,  and  her  little  gar- 
den was  always  abhr/e  with  tlie  bright- 
est and  sweetest.  It  seems  to  me  ^o^v 
that  her  delight  \\\  their  fragrance  and 
color  was  eharaeteristir,  and  that  she 
was  alwnvs  watching  Cor  a  eh, nice  to 
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drop  them  before  us  on  the  strait  and 
narrow  road,  thus  making  it  more  aUur- 
ing  to  our  beauty-loving  eyes.  Dear 
human  children  ^ve  were  to  her,  —  not 
angels,  and  not  fallen  beings  born  under 
the  curse,  with  the  trail  of  the  serpent 
over  us  all,  —  but  little  ones  to  be 
taken  into  her  great  motherly  arms,  and 
brought  to  Jesus  for  his  blessing. 
Brought,  that  was  it,  not  driven.  And 
so,  when  we  stood,  a  large  weeping 
band,  around  her  grave,  heaven  seemed 
very  near  and  dear,  very  homelike  to 
us,  because  she  was  there;  and  I  doubt 
\vhether  even  to  tliis  day  tliere  is  one 
of  us  who  does  not  look  forward  to  her 
warm  welcome,  if  ])crehanee  we  UKiy  go 
to  her,  with  something  of  the  yearn- 
ifig  with  \\hieh,  as  little  ones,  we  used  to 
anticipate  a  visit  to  hrr  sunny  liome 
here.    A  mother  ol'  the  olden  lime,  this; 
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can  our  women  ol*  the  period  "  show 
any  better? 

In  sharp  eontrast  to  Mrs.  xVdams  Avas 
]\Irs.  Porter.  I  liave  already  had  ocea- 
sion  to  refer  to  Iier  in  the  chapter  on  the 
week-day  meetings;  hut  tliesc  sketelies 
would  he  incomplete  witliout  a  fuller 
notice  of  this  unusual  woman.  That 
she  is  in  heaven  T  have  n.o  more  doubt 
tlian  tlKit  Hannah  is  there.  Like  tliis 
dolorous  character,  she  was  a  woman 
of  a  sorrowful  spirit/'  who  mii^ht  em- 
phatically have  declared,  "  I  have  druidc 
neither  wine  nor  stroni>'  drink,  l)ut  have 
poured  out  my  soud  before  the  Lord. 
Count  not  thine  liandmaid  for  a  dau/^h- 
ter  of  ]]elial:  loi*  out  of  the  abundance 
of  my  complaint  and  ^^'rief  have  I  spoken 
hitlierto." 

Looking  back  through  llie  years  aTul 
trying  lo  analx'ze  hei'  chnraeler,  I  find 
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myself  taking  refuge  in  ii  legend  wliicli 
was  told  among  us.  It  was  said  that 
the  demure  little  figure  gliding  about 
in  her  old-fashioned  clothes,  ^ith  lier 
brown  eyes  generally  fixed  upon  tiie 
ground,  and  her  hands  clasping  the 
strings  of  an  odd-shaped  black  silk  bag 
in  summer,  and  in  winter  buried  deep 
in  the  recesses  of  a  big  yellow  fur  muff, 
was  once  upon  a  time,  the  time  of  a 
woman's  life,  clad  in  a  black  velvet 
cloak,  a  black  velvet  hat  surmounted  by 
a  sweeping  ostrich  plume  being  upon 
her  head;  and  that  thus  attired  she 
stood  l)y  tlie  side  of  the  grave  and  rev- 
erend l^-of'essor  Porter,  and  tlien  and 
there  l)eeanK'  a  bride.  This  dehghtful 
hint  of  worhlliness,  touching,  if  onl}' 
in  a  I(\'4'('n(I,  our  eonimon  humanity, 
formed  l!ie  owr  V\uk  ])v[\\cv]\  us  and  her, 
and  may  liaxc  helped  to  gi\'e  her  the 
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inlliicncc  which  she  certainly  did  exert 
()\'er  us  all.  jM'cry  one  of  us  chihh'en, 
^\ith()ut  rei^'ard  to  sex  or  a^^e,  did  she 
strive  to  ni:d<e  into  little  Samuels,  en- 
deavoring^ to  <4'ird  us  \vlth  linen  epliods, 
and  hring  us  to  minister  before  the 
Lord. 

Just  where  the  dividinjjf  line  may 
safely  l)e  draAvn  between  common  sense 
and  reli^'ious  fervor  it  would  be  difrieult 
to  say.  That  the  two  tilings  are  often 
unwisely  se])arate(l,  no  one  who  knew 
]Mrs.  Porter  can  ever  doubt.  T^iving  en- 
tirely sec|uestered  from  society,  occu- 
pying tlie  great  house  alone  with  lier 
husband  and  one  servant,  until,  late  in 
life,  she  brought  into  it  two  a(lo})ie(l 
cliildrcn,  sliutting  out  I'rom  it  sun  and 
air  and  e\en  (Jod's  beautiful  liglit,  .^lie 
made  it  a  ])lace  in  wliich  llie  sorrow- 
ful   S])irit  "   brooded    over  c\*erything. 
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"  Eternity !  "  "  Heaven !  "  "  Hell !  " 
TJiese  tlu'ee  words  seemed  to  be  written 
on  the  doors;  tliey  met  you  at  the 
threshold,  sat  with  you  in  the  darkened 
rooms,  and  haunted  your  memories  of 
th:.^  old  house.  To  send  us  there  on  an 
errand  was  to  compel  us  to  obedience; 
for  to  lift  the  brass  knocker,  resplen- 
dent in  its  shining  glor3%  the  work  of 
black  i\Iyra's  hands,  was  to  see  visions 
of  carpetless  rooms,  long  ranges  of 
wooden  chairs,  a  table  in  the  center 
holding  Bibles  and  hymn-books,  and 
ourselves  drawn  down  on  our  unwilling 
knees,  while  INIrs.  Porter  ])raycd  fer- 
v(  ntly  tliat  (Jod  would  forgive  us,  mis- 
ei able  sinners! 

"God  can  listen  as  well  to  a  few 
words  as  to  a  longer  petition/'  slie  would 
s::y,  when  we  ])K'a(led  the  eoniniand  for 
h:iste;    and,  "  Xo  tiiMc  is  v\rv  lost  In 
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seeking  Ihc  (liviiiu  Ijkssiii^-."  Ksciipe 
her  we  could  not ;  and  perhaps  the  bless- 
ing did  come;  God  moves  in  a  mysteri- 
ous way!  religious  enthusiast  n:ay 
be  as  much  one  of  God's  chosen  work- 
men as  the  (juict  and  steady  v/orker  w  ho 
reaps  noiselessly  in  the  harvest-fieid; 
and  that  our  repugnance  was  not  (-ur 
fault,  or  that  in  the  end  T-drs.  l^orter's 
iniluence  was  deleterious,  I  should  be 
reluctant  to  say. 

The  intellectual  woman  of  ^indovcr 
Hill  was  Mrs.  Farrar.  A  grandehild 
of  President  Edwards,  slie  inherited  in 
a  remarkable  degree  those  traits  of  mind 
and  character  which  made  him  re- 
nowned. Theology  was  to  her  like 
])rayer,  in  the  good  old  hymn: 

*' — tlic  ( 'liristiaii's  vital  Ijicatli, 
The  Christian's  native  air; 
Ills  watrhwonl  at  the  pales  of  death, 

lie  cf'.trrs  hcaxcii  \vi!h"  —  tlicc tloi'v. 
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Coming  to  ^Viidover  in  mature  life,  she 
was  yet  as  thoroughly  rooted  and 
grounded  in  the  sterner  doetrines  as 
if  she  had  been  indigenous  to  the 
soil. 

You  could  not  swing  back  the  gate 
tliat  opened  upon  her  scrupulously  nice 
domain  without  perceiving  the  odor  of 
sanctity.  You  felt  lil:e  leaving  the 
world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil  ])chind 
you,  and  rousing  into  active  exercise 
whatever  dormant  goodness  in  you  lay. 
We  children,  even,  instinctively  felt  her 
l)lood  and  her  breeding.  wShe  was  a 
lady,  with  the  somewhat  stiff,  old-time 
courtesies  and  courtliness.  No  I'ude,  or 
—  if  we  could  hclj)  it  —  awkw  ard  thing- 
was  ever  allowed  to  obtrude  itself  upon 
her  ])resenee.  Tier  snow-\\hite  eaj),  line 
and  dclicatcN  lier  handsome  black  dress, 
t!ie  stomacher  so  purely  white,  were 
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olilwarc!  si;^ns  of  iiiwai^l  rrlinciiiciit, 
and  as  such  we  recognized  them. 

Ilavint^  a  keen  interest  in  everythin^^ 
tniK'hin/j,^  the  reh<i,'i()us  life,  \\liether  in 
the  closet,  the  ehui'ch,  or  tlie  universe  at 
hir/ie,  she  kept  hei-self  intelhgent  willi 
rcf^'ard  to  passin^i^;  e\'ents.  She  despised 
notliin^^'  as  too  small,  and  did  not  often 
o\'e!'rate  the  nKi<4'nitu(le  of  wliat  was 
takin^^  place;  only  she  saw  evervthinf.^ 
throu^'li  a  glass  of  the  same  color.  She 
has  left  us  the  meiiiory  of  one  of  those 
stron;^-minded  women  who  for  prin- 
ci])le\s  sake  would  have  crossed  the  win- 
ter's sea  in  the  "  Mayflower,"  or  sung  a 
Tr  Drum  at  the  stake. 

Two  other  women,  although  tlu^y 
crossed  our  lioiT/on  only  at  Anniversary 
time,  lel't  deej)  im])ressions  u])on  our 
young  minds.  One  of  fl](*  chief  oriia- 
mcrils  of  thr  g'l'eat  occasion,  as  it  seemed 
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to  US,  was  ]Mrs.  AVilliaiii  Keed.  Born 
and  ])red  in  affluence,  slie  was  singularly 
fitted  by  nature  to  fill  precisely  the  posi- 
tion she  held.  Tall  and  stately,  graceful 
and  dignified,  she  carried  with  licr, 
wherever  she  went,  an  air  of  coninuuid 
and  high  ])reeding  which  no  one  could 
resist.  Something  in  her  own  refine- 
ment seemed  to  draw  out  the  refinement 
in  others.  So  it  came  about  that  many 
were  raised  by  the  touch  of  her  hand  into 
a  higher  and  nobler  life.  It  is  some- 
thing to  find  a  Christian  clown,  and 
leave  a  Christian  gentleman;  and  this 
she  often  accomplished.  A  pliihui- 
thropist  whose  wisely  benevolent  hands 
never  wasted  the  gold  she  distributed; 
slie  was  a  philanthropist  also  by  virtue 
of  conferring  that  indescribable  charm 
that  makes  life  good  because  it  is  beau- 
tiful.   1  will  not  answer  for  the  tlieol- 
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();^\'  of  lliis  scnlciicc;  1  only  asscii  ils 
triilh. 

Mrs.  llccd's  niece  sends  mc  an  anec- 
dote about  lier  which  is  (luite  in  har- 
mony with  the  iini)ressi()n  she  made  in 
earher  years  upon  lier  young  ()])servers. 
Al'ter  the  election  of  President  Harri- 
son, in  181(),  the  entliusiastic  AVhig 
voters  of  Marl)leh.ead,  v/ho  had  always 
heeri  iii  tlic  minority  there,  got  u])  a 
torchlight  procession,  followed  by  ad- 
dresses and  a  dinner  in  the  Hall.  A 
niece  of  Mrs.  IJeed,  whose  Iiouse  v/as 
nearly  opposite  tliis  TTall,  determlni;:g 
that  the  women  should  have  a  share  in 
th.e  festivities,  assembled  all  the  ladies 
belonging  to  tlie  large  family  connec- 
tion, w  ith  many  others,  to  see  the  proces- 
sion, and  to  enjoy  themselves  as  best 
they  miglit  in  Ihe  abscTU'c  of  the  masv  u- 
line  element.    The  house  was  brl!liai;lly 
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illiiniinated,  making  the  street  for  some 
distance  very  briglit. 

As  tlie  procession  approached,  with 
torches,  banners,  and  bands  of  music, 
they  halted  before  the  house,  sahiting 
the  ladies  with  three  times  three  cheers. 
The  ladies  responded  by  waving  their 
handkerchiefs. 

After  the  procession  had  passed  into 
tlic  hall,  a  noisy  crowd  gathered,  and 
with  almsive  epithets  began  to  assail  the 
liouse  by  throwing  mud,  sticks,  and  at 
last  stones,  so  tliat  one  or  two  windows 
were  broken.  The  ladies  were  mueli 
alarmed,  as  their  natni'al  ])]'()teet()rs 
\\'ere  all  in  the  hall,  unconscious  ol'  what 
was  going  on  ()utsi(U\ 

i\t  this  jiinelure  Mrs.  IXva]  suddc^nly 
opened  tlie  door  and  stepped  out  upon 
llie  poi'ch.  She  s])()ke  no!  a  word,  but 
looked  with  dignified  surprise  and  re- 


I  l  1 


pi'oijl'  Upon  tliL'  1111)1).  liislaiilly  the 
noise  was  hushed,  some  hands,  slill  hold- 
ing missiles,  remaining  unhl'ted.  Every 
eye  was  fixed  n])on  her,  as  slie  stood  at 
the  most  ])errcet  ease  and  in  unbroken 
silenee.  ^Afler  a  few  moments  slie 
turned,  and  elosed  tlie  door. 

Immediately  a  sliout  arose,  "  Tliree 
elieers  for  Mrs.  Keed!"  They  were 
gixen  with  a  will,  and  tlie  ero^^■d  dis- 
persed to  burn  General  Harrison  in 
efligy. 

To  all  wlio  knew  iNfrs.  Codman,  tlie 
other  guest  of  whom  I  shall  speak,  her 
yearly  visit  to  iVndovei'  was  like  taking 
down  IVom  the  \\indo\\'s  of  their  lives 
the  eastern  shnlters,  and  letting  in  whole 
floods  of  morning  sunliglit.  A  small 
^voman,  wiihoiil  an\'  ol'  the  natural  ])res- 
tige  Mrs.  1{('('(1  so  emiiiciilly  ])ossess('(I, 
she  vet  ranie  as  n^\'M'  tl'ic  hr  >iis  of  olhcrs. 
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and  affected  their  lives  with  as  lasting 
an  impress.  Of  coarseness  and  rough- 
ness she  showed  no  consciousness  if  she 
found  a  suffering  human  heart.  Com- 
ing very  near  to  such  a  heart  and  min- 
istering to  it  was  her  mission,  —  speak- 
ing appreciative,  loving  words,  giving 
liherally,  not  as  a  donor,  never  as  a 
patron,  but  as  a  tender  mother,  who  felt 
every  want  more  deeply  than  if  it  v.ere 
her  own.  Young  men  vvould  sit  down 
by  her  side  and  tell  her  secrets  of  their 
inner  lives  hidden  before  from  every  one 
but  the  All-Seeing,  —  tell  them,  often, 
with  tears  in  their  eyes,  nor  feel  one 
^\]\\[  of  their  manliood  a])ated  because 
slie  saw  llicm  tlicre.  When  slie  died 
she  could  hardly  liavc  needed  angels  to 
conduct  her  through  the  vidley  of  ihc 
shadow,  so  ninny  of  Ihose  to  whom  she 
li.id  niinislerc'd  ]\vvc  and  who  liad  gone 
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bcJ'oiv    IitT   must  l)('cn  wailin;^" 

eagerly  to  bring  licr  tliruugli  with  shouts 
of  weleonie. 

In  closing,  let  me  touch  lightly  on  her 
uho  to  me  was  nearest,  dearest,  best, — 
my  mother.  ^\s  I  look  l)acl:,  and  trj^ 
out  of  the  Mavdonna-faeeci  images  that 
come  at  my  call,  to  choose  the  one  that 
shall  be  most  characteristic,  I  remember 
that  one  of  lier  sons,  when  the  mists  of 
dentil  were  shutting  out  his  busy  life, 
said  while  he  looked  for  her  witli  yearn- 
ing, trusting  love  in  the  gathering  dark- 
ness, ^ly  mother,  from  whose  lips  was 
never  heard  a  word  of  disparagumer.t 
of  any  human  ])eing." 

Mrs.  Harriet  ]>eecher  Stowe,  whiO 
came  to  li\e  in  .\ndover  after  1  had  left 
it,  and  was  a  family  friend  and  nei<j;h- 
l)()r  for  m;uiy  yeai's,  wrote  al  the  time  of 
my  mo'h.er's  d(\'iih  a  j)oen]  whieli  gi\es 
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SO  sympathetic  a  glimpse  of  her  that  I 
will  include  it  here : 

*'ll()\v  cjuirt,  tliroiii^'h  \hv  liazy  nuluinn  air, 

The  (.'Iiii-})()UL^Ii8  wavr  with  nianv  a  ixold-flockcd 
leaf! 

IIow  cahiily  float  tlie  dreamv  mantkul  cK)U(ls, 
Thr()iip;h  these  still  days  of  autumn,  fair  and 
brief ! 

**Onr  Andovcr  stands  thoughtful,  fair,  and  calm, 
Wailini^  to  lay  her  summer  glories  by. 
Ere  tlie  bright  flush  shall  kindle  all  her  pines, 
And  her  woods  blaze  with  autumn's  heraldry. 

**By  the  old  mossy  wall  tlie  golden-rod 

Waves  as  aforetime,  and  the  j)ur|)le  sprays 
Of  starry  asters  cjuiver  to  the  breeze, 

Uiislling  all  stilly  through  the  forest  ways. 

**No  voice  of  trinmpli  from  those  silent  skies 

Breaks  on  the  cahii,  and  sj)eaks  of  glories  near. 
Nor  brigiit  wings  fhitler,  nor  fair  glistening  robes 
Proclaim  that  heavenly  messengers  are  here. 

*'^('t  in  niir  niiil  .t  an  angrl  hath  conie  (h)wn. 
Troubhiig  tlu'  waters  in  a  (piiet  iiome; 
And  from  that  home,  of  life's  long  siclvn(\'-s  hr;:lrd 
A  saint  hath  i  ix-n,  w  here  pain  no  more  may  come. 

"Cahn,  hke  a  lamb  in  slirphtTd's  ]>os()ni  borne, 
(^uiel  and  triistl'nl  liatli  she  simk  to  rest; 
Ciod  l)reath(Ml  in  tenderness  the  swe<*t,  *  W  ell  done  ! ' 
Tli.il  seai-ee  ;i\\<.l,e  ;i  triiliee  so  stiil  ;!n(l  l)le>t. 
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"\r  who  rt'iiiciiilHT  the  Ion.:,  l(t\iii<^  years. 
The  patient  mother's  hourly  iiiartynlom. 
The  sk'lf-renouncing  wisdom,  the  cahn  trust. 
Rejoice  for  her  whose  day  of  rest  has  (our-! 

**Father  and  niotlicr,  now  united,  stand. 

Waiting  for  you      hind  tlie  household  cliain  ; 
The  tent  is  stnick,  the  home  is  gone  before, 
And  tarries  for  you  on  the  heavenly  phiin. 

"I]y  every  wisli  rej)resse(l  and  hoj)e  resigned. 
Each  cross  accepted  and  each  sorrow  borne. 
She  dead  yet  s|Hniketh,  she  doth  beckon  you 
To  tread  the  path  her  patient  feet  lia\('  worn. 

**Each  year  that  world  ^rows  rielier  and  niori'  dear 
With  the  britjjht  freii^dit  washed  from  this  stormy 
shore ; 

()  po(Mlly  clime,  how  lovely  is  thy  strand. 

With  those  dear  faces  seen  on  earth  no  more! 

**'rhe  veil  between  this  world  and  that  to  eome 

(irows  trennilous  and  (piivers  willi  their  breath; 
Dimly  we  hear  their  voices,  see  their  hands, 
Invitiuf^  us  to  the  release  of  dcatli. 

"()  Thou,  in  whom  thy  saints  above,  below. 
Are  one  and  undivided,  i^rant  us  f^race 
In  palienee  yet  to  bear  our  daily  cross,  — 
In  patience  run  our  hourly  shortenin;^  race! 

"An<l  while  on  earth  we  W(\'ir  tlu"  servant's  f*)rm. 
And  while  life's  labors  ever  toilful  be, 
Breathe  in  our  souls  tlu^  joyful  confidence 

We  arc  already  kini^s  and  priests  with  thee."  * 

»  **  Lines  on  til  -  l)(^.th  f)f  Mrs.  Stuart."  Krli^'iou.s 
Poems:  Hn-^ton.    'i'i<  kni)r  and  l  ii  lds.  1S()7.    p.  aS. 


VII 

ando\i:r  TRYSTixt;-? laces 

There  is  hardly  a  spot  in  New  England 
over  whose  quiet  beauty  the  morning 
breaks  and  the  sun  rises  with  such  grand 
solemnity  as  on  Andover  Hill.  It  is 
not  difficult  there  to  imagine  God  sit- 
ting behind  the  high  altar  listening  to 
the  prayers  and  praises  which  ascend  to 
him  with  the  earliest  light  from  so  many 
pious  hearts.  At  evening,  too,  not  even 
Italy  can  rival  the  rich  draperies  of 
gold  and  pur})le  and  amethyst,  oT  crim- 
son and  scarlet,  gray  and  azure,  in  wliich 
the  setting  sun  wra[)s  itself  as  it  sinks 
slowly  to  lis  bed  bcncatli  tlie  w  idc,  liilly 
liorizon.  Otherwise,  however,  Andover 
has  liitle  of  vliicb  to  boasl  in  the  way  of 
n.'itura!   s'-ciKrw     It   was  no  \\()n(KM\ 
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lliurd'orc,  that  wc  thought  and  made*  so 
iiiiR'h  of  the  lew  spots  that  ollcrcd  any 
alhiruincnts  in  tijc  \vay  of  outdoor  eiijoy- 
nicnl.  The  lirst  of  which  I  shall  write 
is  Prospect  Hill.  This  hill  lies  ahout 
two  miles  southeast  from  the  Seminary 
l/uil(lin<j,\s,  a  little  off  Vvliat  used  to  he 
called  the  old  Salem  turnpike.  It  is  not 
hi^li,  yet  it  well  deser\'es  its  name;  for 
when  you  ha\  e  climhed  its  smooth  <i,'reen 
sides,  the  ])an()i'ama  is  soft  and  heauti- 
ful.  Small  farms,  w  ith  stone  walls,  neat 
w  hite  houses,  and  lari>'e  harns,  each  \\  ith 
cattle  feeding'  everywhere  u])()n  the 
hroad  meadow  lands,  crec])  u])  to  the 
foot  of  the  liill.  Here  and  tliere  are 
dense  woods:  and  small  ])atehes  of  hirch 
oi*  heceh-lrees  dot  the  ()j)en  spaces.  The 
crowning  gl(/ry  of  the  \  ie\\'  is  the  dis- 
tant ()ce;ni  s(A(M';d  miles  away.  On  a 
clcai'  d;iy  s1ii|)s  can  easily  he  seen  willi 
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the  naked  eye.  To  stand  there  and 
Avateh  them  while  hke  white  birds  they 
skim  along  the  blue  is  reward  enough 
for  climbing  to  the  top. 

Hither,  during  man}^  years  of  his  life, 
Professor  Stuart  used  to  come,  once  a 
summer,  wdth  the  young  men  of  his 
class.  A  pleasant  holiday  it  was  to  him, 
one  of  the  few  he  ever  allowed  himself; 
and  into  it  he  entered  with  a  zest  which 
those  who  shared  it  with  him  did  not 
soon  forget.  He  laid  aside  the  pro- 
fessor, and  made  the  students  liis  ])0()n 
companions,  witli  wliom  he  talked  in  his 
inimita])le  way.  Xot  a  tiling  in  field  or 
sky  escaped  him.  Tlie  birds  sang  for 
him,  and  for  him  llie  wayside  ilowers 
bloomed  along  tlie  road.  The  (iel:ls 
ripeuiiig  Coi*  Ihe  liarvest  had  ilieir  word 
of  approbation  or  of  condemnation,  as 
lie  thonght  tluy  deserved.    The  people 
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met  alon^>-  the  way  he  rceot^nized  hy 
some  words  of  hearty  yood-wilL  ^\iid 
\\hen  Tit  last  the  top  of  the  hill  was 
gained,  not  an  eye  eau<_»ht  the  points  of 
the  landscape  more  (juiekly  than  his,  or 
with  greater  a})[)reeiation. 

The  dislanee  of  this  trysting-placc 
from  home  caused  it  to  be  less  fre- 
(]uently  sought  than  others  that  were 
nearer;  hut  still  not  a  summer  passed 
thiit  the  more  ad\  enturous  among  us  did 
not  phui  our  little  parties  thither,  when, 
standing  on  the  to]),  we  felt  as  we  might 
liad  we  elimhed  ^lont  Blanc,  and  ])elield 
from  its  summit  the  glories  of  the  world. 

Next  to  Prospect  Hill  in  popular 
favor  came  the  North  l^arish  Pond, 
'riiis  was  tliree  miles  from  tlie  Semi- 
nary Ililh  and  ^vas  not  considered  \\  ilhin 
walking  distance;  yet  its  beauty  and 
avnllabilitv   wlicn   readied    made    it  a 
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favorite  picnic  ground;  so  that  a  sum- 
mer which  passed  and  left  it  unvisited 
Avas  counted  among  the  lost  years.  Sa- 
cred beyond  any  other  trysting-place  is 
this  to  the  memory  of  those  ^vho  once 
sang  their  merry  songs  to  the  (hp  of 
oars  in  its  clear  waters,  and  whose  barks 
have  now  floated  far  away  on  the  great 
unkno^^Tl  sea. 

Picnics  have  come  into  disrepute  of 
late,  and  well  they  may,  with  the  elabo- 
rate preparations  now  customary;  but 
in  the  olden  time  they  had  a  simplicity 
and  freedom  charming  to  enjoy  and  no 
less  charming  to  remember.  AVe  awak- 
ened on  the  day  ap])()inted  for  a  visit  to 
the  pond,  exhihirated  and  hap])y.  It 
was  to  be  a  general  h()h(hiy,  and  the 
laiiiiHcs  on  the  Hill  were  astir  with  the 
(la\\  n.  Smoke  I'lislied  out  from  v\  cry 
ehininey,  great  fires  blazed  and  crackled 
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in  the  aiii[)!c  lircphiccs  and  (n  cns.  Pur- 
sis  and  i!rt.sy,  Phoebe  and  Myra,  our 
lon<^'  truslcd,  wcll-hclovcd  hell)/'  Avith 
Ih.eir  deft  fingers  were  preparing  good 
things  for  an  early  1)ake;  and  with 
quick  ste})s  and  anxious,  housewifely 
tact,  our  niolliers  ^^'ere  arranging  bas- 
kets and  ])ails  to  liold  what  tlie  ovens 
^vere  soon  to  yield.  AVhen  at  last,  all 
being  in  readiness,  the  carriages  st()(\d 
licfore  our  doors,  and  ^vc  rushed  pell- 
mell  into  them,  it  vrould  have  ])een  hard 
to  find  a  meri'ier  or  ii  liappier  i)arty. 

This  pond,  visited  only  on  warr.i, 
l)right  summer  da.ys,  had  a  tree-g'rt 
shore,  a  few  smrdl  islands,  and  a  erysl  d 
s])arkle  that  shone  a.nd  danced  upon  its 
liltle  waves,  witli  a  beauty  not  to  ])e  for- 
gotten. Kowing  out  u])on  Pake  ^lag- 
giore  in  tlie  gloi'y  oi*  an  Ualian  nioiu- 
ing,  T  saw  Ihe  s.-ime  spar!<le,  and  \\as  in 
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an  instant  far  away  from  the  scenes 
around  nic,  back  upon  the  shores  of  this 
little  Xew  England  lake. 

The  avowed  purpose  of  our  excur- 
sion was  to  fish.  There  Vv'cre  a  f ew  leaky 
old  boats  always  to  be  hired,  and  boys 
proud  to  do  the  work  of  rowing,  while 
the  hands  whose  daily  task  it  was  to 
turn  the  leaves  of  ponderous  theological 
tomes,  baited  the  hooks,  or  with  more 
than  a  boy's  enthusiasm  drew  up  and 
secured  the  fluttering  little  fish.  IMany 
flounders  we  cauglit,  and  —  but  I  will 
not  tell  tales.  After  the  catcliing  came 
tlie  cooking,  and  what  a  jolly  \hv.c  it 
was!  I  hope  tlie  word  j^^Hv  will  not 
])e  considered  irreverent;  for  it  rc^is  a 
jolly  lime,  and  our  fisli  were  —  but,  as 
T  said  ])ef()re,  T  will  not  UU  tales.  If 
one  oidy  looked  in  the  I'i^hi  places,  c^ne 
nn;^'1il  doubtless  fiiid  now  ilie  rou^h  fire- 
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place  wherein  we  cooked  lliem,  the 
rudely  hiiilt  seats  that  surrounded  the 
rudely  built  table  u])on  ^vhich  we  served 
them,  and,  perhaps,  the  f()ot])rints  of 
those  who  kept  tryst  there  so  long  ago! 

l?ut  it  is  around  the  two  tr5^stlng- 
places,  Pomp's  Pond  and  Indian  Ridge, 
])oth  nearer  the  Hill  and  therefore  easier 
of  access,  tliat  thei'c  cluster  the  most  nu- 
merous associations.  Indian  Kidgc  is 
an  emi)ankment  a])out  twenty  feet  high, 
which  runs  along  at  a  short  distance 
from  the  western  l)ank  of  the  Shaw- 
sheen  River.  It  is  broad  and  level  at 
tlie  top,  and  is  carpeted  ])y  a  short,  thin 
greensward.  Its  sides  are  tliickly  cov- 
ered with  trees.  As  children,  we  firmly 
believed  it  to  be  a  grca  I  mausoleum  within 
which  reposed  tlie  bones  of  vast  Indian 
tribes.  Their  dusky  gliosis,  ^vc  thou<j:ht, 
haunled     Iheir     rc^sting-plaee,  loolu'd 
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down  frowningly  ui)oii  us  palefaces 
from  the  high  tree-tops,  or  stealtliily 
glanced  out  froni  heliind  the  old  moss- 
covered  trunks.  I  doubt  whether  you 
could  have  induced  one  of  us  to  remain 
there  after  the  shades  of  evening  crept 
over  tlie  Ridge. 

At  certain  hours  of  almost  every  day 
3"ou  would  be  sure  to  see  other  dusky 
forms,  not  quite  so  ethereal  as  those  of 
the  dead  Indians,  but  almost  as  grave, 
moving  around  among  the  shadows  and 
the  flickering  sunbeams.  Sometimes 
tliese  figures  threw  themselves  prone 
upon  the  ground,  and  taking  a  l)0()k 
from  tlieir  ]u)ekels  were  soon  lost  to  all 
ilie  hap])y  external  world.  Soinetimcs 
they  shouted  bits  of  deej)  discourse,  sang 
pious  hymns,  or  uttcM'cd  disjointed  sen- 
tences of  (\jaeulat()ry  prayer.  Some- 
times,     and  this  it  is  plrasnnt  to  re- 
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iiicriiljcr,  -  tlicy  I'aii,  aiul  saiii;-  c'\  c*r\'- 
(lay  sc)n<4\s,  uliistlcd  merry  tunes,  and 
leaped  ])aek  over  the  years  of  manhood 
to  the  ha{)])y  l)()y  days.  ()  Indian 
Ridge!  if  you  eould  only  tell  the  story 
of  the  unhendini^  you  liave  seen;  if  you 
C(juld  \shis;)er  to  us  the  sallies  of  ready 
M'it,  the  joeundity,  tlie  heart  merriment 
of  which  you  have  l)een  the  hearer,  ^\hat 
a  re\elation  you  would  make! 

Sinee  the  llidge  is  silent,  let  us  liear 
the  testimony  of  one  of  the  old-time 
theologues : 

For  many  hours  eaeli  day  it  was  tlie 
eustom  to  study  closely,  severely,  if  you 
please,  hut  wlicn  the  hour  of  rest  eame 
it  was  greeted  hy  a  company  as  light- 
hearted  and  happy  as  is  often  found  in 
this  \\()rl(l.  In  long-drawn  files  we  hur- 
ried hy  the  hack  road  toward  the  North 
Parish,  oi'  to  h'ryc  \'ill:ig(\  or  across  !he 


[  J 


OLD    ANDOVKK  DAYS 


Shawshecii  to  Indian  llidge,  and  hy 
otiicr  pleasant  and  well-known  paths; 
and  vv'hen  the  fiiiLliful  muezzin  on  the 
chapel  summoned  us  to  commons,  we 
hasted  witli  v/illing  feet  not  more  eager 
to  satisfy  our  hunger  than  to  enjoy 
the  social  feast  that  awaited  us.  The 
tumblers  wxre  transparent,  the  joints 
could  not  have  been  tough,  the  vege- 
tables, i.  c.y  the  potatoes,  w^re  fair  to 
look  at,  and  all  were  partaken  of  ])y  a 
company  as  thankful  and  as  happy  as 
good  principles  and  young  life  could 
make  them." 

To  Pomp's  Pond  I  have  rc^fcrred  in 
a  previous  ehaj)ter.  It  was  only  a  small 
])ond,  so  small  that  we  eould  love  every 
dro])  it  lield,  eouM  sit  noon  its  green, 
sloj)ing  baulks  and  conn!  t!ie  little  waves 
lhat  l)r()ke  along  its  ])ebl)ly  l)(\'ich,  eould 
A("ntur(^        In  a  eoekl(^-sIi(11  to  flo;it  on 
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ius  traiKjiiii  busoiii,  and  I'cul  no  more 
fear  than  tlie  wise  men  wlio  went  to  sea 
in  a  l)o\\'l.  The  sliadows  and  the  hhes 
were  the  two  great  attraetions  liere. 
Upon  tlie  still  bosom  of  this  lake,  in  tlie 
gloamin^^  of  a  snnnner  day,  tliere  were 
pietures  of  tall  ])ine-trees,  eaeh  needle 
daiK'inu,'  nj)  and  down  as  if  in  for  an 
evening"  l)ath,  ])ietnres  of  stnrdy  oaks, 
their  slurdiness  lost  in  tlie  rolliekinf^ 
waves,  ])i('tnres  of  bending  larehcs 
sto(M)ing  over  the  bright  mirror  with  a 
pleased  smile  at  their  own  loveliness, 
and,  most  beantifnl  of  nil,  elouds  float- 
ing as  (juietly  in.  tlie  blue  bcneatli  as  in 
the  bhie  abo\'e.  AVitli  all  these  mingled 
the  lo\'ely  ])ond-liI\',  ils  white  blossoms 
w.'dting,  it  seemed  to  us,  to  be  g:\lhe!'cMl 
l)y  boys  and  girls  to  wliom  the  risl;  of 
a  life  seemed  a  sm;dl  m.'dter  in  eomnnri- 
s(/n    to   b(^eoming   flie   j)ossossor   of  a 
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long,  drooping  bunch  of  these  favorite 
flowers. 

Old  Pomp  and  Dinah,  with  their 
happy  black  faces,  and  their  careless, 

never  mind  "  hearts,  were  fit  patron 
saints  for  the  place.  Neither  cold  nor 
hunger  nor  sickness  disheartened  them. 
They  had  smiles  for  you  if  Pomp  was 
"  bad,  with  the  rheumatiz,"  or  Dinah  was 
"  laid  up  for  a  spell."  They  took  life 
as  God  sent  it,  trusting  him  in  summer 
and  in  winter  alike;  and  when,  old  and 
feeble,  they  were  taken  home,  they  went 
with  the  same  good  cheer,  leaving  their 
blessing  on  the  pretty  pond  to  brood 
over  it  unto  this  day.  What  a  trysling- 
place  it  was!  I  am  not  going  to  tell  of 
the  words  of  love  first  s[)oken  there,  of 
tlie  vows  that  were  made,  tlie  promises 
registered  and  sealed  lliere,  and,  let  us 
li(^j)e,  ])r:ivc]y  nnd  loyally  ke])t  to  tlie 
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end.  If  ever  such  natural  retreats  were 
needed,  they  were  needed  in  Andover; 
for  the  hfe  of  a  student  is  often  the  hfe 
of  a  reckise.  The  ponds,  the  Ridge,  the 
hill,  had  each  a  mission  work  to  do,  and 
they  did  it  well. 
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SOME  MEN  OF  THE  OLDEN  TIME 
I.    LEONARD  WOODS,  D.  D. 

No  one  of  the  Andover  professors  was 
a  more  distinct  personality  for  us  chil- 
dren than  Dr.  Leonard  Woods.  To  this 
result  there  contributed  in  different  de- 
grees his  handsome  presence,  his  dark  i 
repute  as  a  theologian,  and  his  benig- 
nity towards  us  alL 

Tlie  dwelling-house  wliieli  lie  built 
shortly  after  coming  to  Aiulover  was  in  I 
strict  keeping  wilh  tlie  cliaracter  of  the 
man.  It  was  a  large,  three-story  house, 
plain  even  to  tlir  of  I'liiuls  to  shiilcl  i 
its  many  windows,  but  with  am;)]e  ;nul 
convenient  rooms,  and  closets  large! 
enough  to  ^erx-e  us  eliildren  as  so  many 
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|jal)y-li()iiscs.  J II  this  liousc  he  lived 
from  t!ic  (hiy  ol'  its  coinj^lction  to  the 
(lay  of  his  death;  and  here  a  hir<j,c 
family  of  sons  and  daughters  grew  up 
to  maturity. 

W^riting  ol'  her  father  to  nie,  one  of 
liis  daughters  says: 

Wm  well  know  my  father's  genial- 
ity and  hhuuhiess,  liis  great  tenderness 
as  a  hushand  and  father.  I  don't  think 
I  e\'er  lieard  him  speak  of  Sarali  [a 
daughter  who  died  young]  without  tears 
in  his  eyes.  ^Vnd  you  know  of  his  unsur- 
j)asse(l  tenderness  to  our  mother  in  the 
ten  years  of  lier  siekness,  of  the  wagon 
he  had  made  in  wliieli  to  draw  lier  up 
and  down  l)eneat]i  the  elms,  an.d  ho^v  he 
used  to  ])ut  it  on  runnel's  in  the  winter. 
Sometimes  your  father  used  to  eome  in 
and  ask,  '  Wliere  \s  Tu-other  WnmUr 
W'lien  tf)l']  h"  \\'as  drawing  riother,  lie 
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would  go  off  without  another  word,  and, 
johiing  thcin,  would  take  hold  and  help 
draw,  while  they  discussed,  I  dare  say, 
some  knotty  point  in  tlieology.  We 
used  to  congratulate  mother  on  her  il- 
lustrious team. 

I  remember  how  I  used  to  break 
down  on  going  away  to  school  in  very 
abandonment  of  sorrow;  but  my  tears 
would  How  afresh  when  I  caught  sight 
of  father's  quivering  lip.  I  knew  with 
a  moral  certauity  that  as  soon  as  I  had 
left  he  would  go  into  the  study  and  i)ray 
for  me.  And  tlien  his  beaming  face  and 
outstretclicd  arms  on  my  return!  Oh, 
how  \i\i(lly  does  it  all  come  before 
me!  l^fVery  child  he  had  remembers  all 
this." 

There  can  be  no  more  l)e;iiitiriil  pic- 
ture than  this  of  Dr.  W'oovls  (b'aw  Ing  bis 
iiix.'dld   wife  in  Ibal  chair-wagon.  jV 
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stiilwarl,  Iiaiidsonic  man,  j)rc'()C'C'U])icJ 
iiiorcoN  cr  th'.'  nature  an:l  demands  of 
his  profession,  he  might  have  been  siip- 
])ose(l  by  a  stranger  to  liC  hfted  out  from 
the  world  of  small  kindnesses  and  lov- 
ing tendernesses;  l)ut,  in  truth,  no  one 
was  here  so  thoroughly  at  home. 
\\'ra])])ing  tlie  shawls  around  his  little, 
l)ale  wife  so  that  no  wind  from  tlie  l)!eak 
iVndover  heavens  eould  visit  her  too 
roughly,  and  seating  her  earefully  and 
easily  in  the  eusliioned  ehair,  he  drew 
lier  over  the  graveled  sidewalks  with  a 
minute  attention  to  the  spots  upon  which 
the  wheels  could  run  most  smoothly. 
When  the  day  was  hot,  he  sought  the 
deepest  shadows  thrown  hy  the  large 
elms.  lie  passed  thie  yards  where  the 
flowers  were  the  l)righlest,  or  the  lawns 
best  kept,  stopj.ing  nov/  and  tlien  to  ex- 
dinngc  a  word  of  greeti!:<;'  Avitli  a  frien(], 
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or  to  do  an  errand  that  would  interest 
and  amuse  the  invalid. 

Writing  of  him  in  his  domestic  char- 
acter, an  old  pupil  says: 

During  the  whole  of  my  acquaint- 
ance with  him,  —  as  one  who  enjoyed 
the  privilege  of  occupying  a  room  in  his 
own  dwelling-house  for  the  three  years 
of  my  course  in  the  Seminary,  —  the 
loveliness  and  faithfulness  of  his  charac- 
ter in  this  respect  was  continually  de- 
veloped, and  excited  my  admiration  and 
esteem.  lie  was  a  most  affectionate 
and  faithful  husl)and  and  father.  I 
have  seen  him  in  times  of  domestic 
affliction  and  trial;  and  when  I  think  of 
him  as  he  a])pcarc(l  then,  I  am  reminded 
of  wliat  my  imagination  pictures  to  me 
of  Ahraham  Iiinisclf,  walking  fortli  with 
Isaac,  or  buying  of  \hc  sons  of  Tletli  a 
l)nrial  ])lace  for  his  hcl()V(Ml  Sarali.  He 
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IkuI  much  of  the  (li^*nity  and  the  ten- 
derness in  his  dignity  of  the  ancient 
patriarch."  ^ 

The  last  days  of  his  hfe  were  peace- 
ful, and  filled  with  the  faitliful  work 
wliich  even  the  growing  infirmities  of 
years  did  not  tempt  him  to  discontinue. 
If  there  had  come  across  his  vision  a 
glimpse  into  the  trouhled  future  await- 
ing Iiis  l)eloved  Seminary,  this  holy 
cahn  would  doubtless  have  given  place 
to  deep  anxieties  and  forebodings;  l)ut, 
fortunately  for  him,  he  went  home  while 
from  tlie  old  pulpit  tliere  had  been  ut- 
tered no  heretical  discourses,  wliilc 
Westminster  Shorter  Catechism  still 
held  its  revered  place  by  the  side  of  the 
words  of  TToly  Writ,  wiiile  second  pro- 
bation was  a  thing  undreamed  of,  and 

*  Or.  Blnr^'(]i>n:  " Smii-rontoriTiial  CrN^hration, "  And- 
ovrr,  1S.VJ.  p.  iss  f. 
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a  trial  of  a  member  of  the  faculty  for 
hcres}"  as  impossible  to  anticipate  as  the 
burning  of  one  of  them  at  tlie  stake  for 
too  close  an  adherence  to  the  old  the- 
olog3\  Pie  was  an  old  man  when  he 
died;  and  he  was  ])uri'j:]  in  tlie  hal- 
lowed cemetery  behind  thic  chapel  which 
he  had  loved,  and  in  which  he  had 
taught  and  preached  for  so  many  long 
years. 

II.    WILLIAM  BAIITLETT 

Sometimes  in  my  childhood  my 
mother  took  me  with  her  when  she  went 
visiting.  Two  such  visits  I  will  describe, 
because  they  gave  me  lasting  pictures 
of  two  of  the  principal  benefactors  of 
the  Seminary  in  the  earliest  days.  The 
first  was  to  :\Ir.  William  Bartlett  of 
Ncwl)uryp()]'t.  I  reni'jni])er  a  ]:M'ge, 
tlM'ee-sl()!'\'  A\liitc>  lion^c*  directb/  on 


the  street,  and  reeall  .sUiiidiiig  at  the 
front  door,  holding  tightly  to  iny 
mother's  hand,  while  the  great  ])rass 
knocker  was  lifted  and  fell  with  a  cheery 
tone,  as  if  it  were  sure  something  pleas- 
ant was  to  come.  Then  I  remem])er  an 
open  door,  a  dark  hall,  witli  a  big  ma- 
hogany ta1)Ie  standing  on  one  side,  and 
upon  the  table  a  black  hat  and  a  black 
cane.  One  more  open  door,  and  a  vnnm 
with  an  old  gentleman  in  a  large  old, 
cliair,  the  man  and  the  chair  seeming  to 
fill  tlie  whole  room.  He  did  not  rise, 
but  he  held  out  two  great  hands  to^vard 
the  entering  guests,  one  to  shake  hands 
witli  the  lady,  the  other  to  pat  tlie  little 
girFs  head.  He  lifted  the  cliild  upon 
his  broad  knee,  wlicre  slic  sat  not  daring 
to  raise  lier  eyes,  hardly  daring  to 
breathe,  until  lie  seemed  to  liave  forj^ot- 
te:i  ]]rr.     Tlicn  she  s!nl\'  turned  Iier 
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head  half  toward  him,  and  saw  a  white 
ruffled  shirt  bosom  that  seemed  to  rise 
hke  a  cloud  between  them  and  almost 
shut  him  from  her.  Above  the  sliirt 
bosom  there  was  a  face  surrounded  by 
short  gray  hair,  some  eyes  that  looked  at 
the  mother  but  not  at  the  child,  and  a 
mouth  that  smiled  so  i)leasantly  that 
little  lips  forgot  to  tremble  and  smiled 
too.  Later,  there  w^as  a  tea-table  cov- 
ered with  curious  old  china.  All  stood 
a  moment  behind  the  chairs  with  bowed 
heads,  while  the  gray-haired  man  ut- 
tered a  simple  blessing.  This  is  tlie  ])ic- 
ture  of  an  old  man  about  whom  tliere 
was  a  halo,  though  for  what  reason  the 
chihl's  mind  failed  to  recognize.  Vet 
slie  gave  to  him,  there  and  llien,  in  that 
attitude  of  [)i-ayer,  a  hcM'o-worsliip  whicli 
long  years  have  failed  to  lessen,  — 
whieli,  indeed,  the  years  llinf  have  shown 
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liLT  what  hv  was  in  his  nohlc  inaiihood, 
have  only  increased. 

I  afterwards  saw  ^slv.  l>artlett  many 
tinges,  when  he  eanie  to  iVndover  for  tiie 
Anniversary.  I  i-enieniher  liini  as  he 
used  to  sit  in  one  of  tlie  seats  of  lionor 
n{)()n  the  stai^e,  with  his  hir^^^e,  well-l)iiilt 
frame,  liis  white  hair,  liis  ex])ressive  ])]nc 
eye,  and  the  ])enif>'n,  satisfied  look  with 
^^hieh  lie  regarded  tlie  sur^'ing  crov/d 
hefore  him.  Never  amid  all  the  culture 
and  refinement  ^\hicli  he  found  await- 
ing' him  there,  and  of  whicli  lie  was  the 
cenli'al  fi;.^ui'e,  did  he  seem  in  the  least 
eniharrassed  or  out  of  ])laee.  On  one 
of  these  occasions,  1)ecause  lie  liad  al- 
ways ])ersistentiy  refused  to  have  liis 
portrait  taken,  there  was  introduccMi 
into  tlie  cha])el  a  paintci*,  ^vho  took  his 
likeness  without  his  kn()wled<^'c.  'I'his 
l)orti-ait,  whiich  still  lianas  in  the  Scnn- 
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nary  Library,  has  soiiicwiiat  faded  with 
time;  and  by  a  tradition  truly  charac- 
teristic of  Andover  Hill,  the  fading  of 
the  hues  has  been  called  a  judgment  on 
the  surreptitious  course  by  which  the 
portrait  was  obtained. 

Though  his  portrait  in  the  Seminary 
Library  has  faded,  the  portrait  in  my 
memory  remains  as  distinct  as  ever.  I 
see  a  large  man,  with  a  well-formed 
head,  a  mild  and  quiet  blue  eye,  a  Ro- 
man nose,  a  firm  mouth,  and  a  chin  that 
looks  as  if  chiseled  out  of  marble. 
Never  was  there  another  human  face 
where  tlie  up})er  and  lower  ])arts  im- 
plied ebaniel^'risties  so  dilferent.  Cov- 
ering the  lower  [)ai't,  you  would  ha\'e 
said  lhal  the  uu\n  was  one  of  the  gentlest 
and  most  lo\al)le  of  human  beings;  cov- 
ering the  u])j)er  [):n't,  you  would  Ii;i\e 
known  lhal   there  was  in  Iiiin  neilher 
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pily  wnv  r()r^i\ ciiL'ss  Tor  Ihc  ciuliiii jiiunt 
who  through  idleness  or  folly  had  c(;iiie 
to  L^rief. 

III.    MOSKS  BKOWN 

It  was  })ossihly  diirin^^'  tlie  same  visit 
to  Xewhurvport  that  I  was  taken  to  eall 
on  Mr.  ]\I()ses  ]>rown.  I  sav/  a  little 
old  man  dressed  in  sniall-elothes,  v/itli 
huckles  at  his  knees,  long  white  stoek- 
ings,  and  low  shoes,  also  fastened  willi 
shining  buekles.  I  reeall,  too,  a  shirt 
frill  of  the  iinest  plaiting,  and  a  blue 
coat  with  great  gilt  buttons  down  the 
i'ront.  ?dr.  I)r()wn  had  a  thin  fa.ee,  (ki/k 
eyes,  and  small  features.  \Vhen  he 
smiled,  whieh  he  did  a  great  deal,  the 
wrinkles  round  his  mouth  seemed  to 
])ueker  up  like  those  on  a  dried  apple; 
hut  the  smile  \\'as  \\  inning,  and  drew  the 
little  girl  close  hy  his  side. 

Tlu'  house  in  \\I>i:'li  he  li\'ed  hore  an 
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iniportanl  part  in  causini^'  the  t^laniour 
of  the  visit.  It  was  a  two-st(jry,  rather 
quaint  house,  with  many  windows,  and 
was  painted  white  v»  ith  green  bhnds.  It 
stood  in  the  midst  of  ample  grounds, 
upon  which  grew^  large  trees,  and  there 
were  choice  shrubs  in  the  front  yard, 
rose-trees  under  the  windows,  and  large 
lilac  and  syringa  bushes  along  the  path 
from  the  gate  to  the  front  door.  Curi- 
ous beds  were  bordered  with  tall  box, 
and  in  the  beds  old-fashioned  flowers,  — 
pinks,  marigolds,  and  touch-me-nots, 
—  flourished  luxuriantly. 

Tlie  inside  of  the  house  was  in  keep- 
ing with  the  exteri(^r.  It  had  large,  low 
rooms,  willi  ami)le  fireplaces  liolding 
shining  brass  andirons,  heavy  maliog- 
any  cliairs  witli  claw  fed,  and  straiglit- 
baeked  sofas  covered  witli  I'ich  damask. 
It  liad  !ii!4']i  ])ost  bedst(^ads  ^^  itli  carvings 
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ol'  llowcrs  on  llic  j)()sls,  and  llic  most 
dainty  of  dimity  curtains  surmounting^ 
them.  It  liad  stranf^e-looking  toilet 
sets,  ^vhicli  one  of  Mr.  Erown's  sliips 
must  have  brought  over  from  the  far 
East.  Scattered  about  were  fanciful 
china  toys,  such  as  mandarins,  that 
wagged  their  heads  at  you  mahciously 
if  you  so  much  as  touched  them. 

Among  all  these  wonderful  treasures 
I  recall  ^Ir.  Brown  playing  tag  with 
his  little  granddaughter  and  me,  poking 
after  us  under  chairs  and  sofas  with  a 
gold-headed  cane,  and  laughing  a 
(|ueer,  cracked  laugh  whenever  ho 
touched  us.  Then  my  mother  brought 
mc  away. 

IV.    Wn.LIAM        SC  IIAri  FLKU.  D.  1). 

Standing  Ix^forc  mc  as  T  wri1(^  is  a 
(|n('('r-lo()l<ing  foolslool.    Its  lop  is  co\'- 
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ered.  with  black  broadcloth,  upon  which 
a  dog  is  worked  in  worsteds.  The  top 
is  supported  by  four  tall,  slim,  mahog- 
any legs,  showily  turned;  and  a  broad 
black  fringe  hanging  from  the  cushion 
docs  its  best  to  bring  legs  and  top  into 
tasteful  union.  Time  and  use  have  ren- 
dered this  footstool  by  no  means  an  ele- 
gant piece  of  furniture;  yet  there  is 
hardly  an  article  among  our  household 
bcloncjin^^s  v\hich  we  sliould  be  more 
sorry  to  lose;  for  it  was  made  jxars 
ago  by  William  G.  SchauiHer,  progeni- 
tor of  the  well-knov/n  family  of  mission- 
aries, Vvhilc  lie  was  at  Andovcr,  prepar- 
ing for  his  work  in  Constantino])le. 

To  us  chili!ren  Mr.  SchauHlcr  wore 
from  the  first  a  b;iIo  of  roiiiaucc.  ITc 
had  been  born  in  (Jcrniany,  land  of 
vines,  Ic/^cnd  ;,  ruined  castles,  and  ad- 
vanced  theology.     lie   bad    Ii\('d  in 
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Odessa,  in  the  far  Kast,  j)n)l)al)ly  some- 
where near  Jerusalem.  He  had  heeii 
persecuted  for  ri<4'htcousness'  sake  —  or 
so  we  firmly  lieheved  —  aiid  had  hcun 
saved  from  prison  and  death  ])y  an  arch- 
duchess, v,ho  had  conveyed  him  in  her 
escutcheoncd  carriage,  throu^^h  the 
darkness  and  stillness  of  night,  to  a 
place  from  ^^hich  he  eouhl  escape.  The 
source  of  this  tale  I  do  not  know;  cer- 
tainly no  such  occurrence  is  related  in 
Dr.  Schauliier's  Autohiography  "  1 
Moreover,  ou.r  hero  had  a  wonderfid 
flute,  the  strains  of  which,  soft,  sweet, 
and  delicious,  carried  us  into  a  dream 
world. 

To  meet  Schauiiler  in  the  street 
and  have  Iiim  stop  to  pat  our  heads  made 
us  hap])y  for  the  day.  To  hring  liim  a 
flower,  to  oflVr  him  tifiiidly  hnlf  our 
candv,  or  in  fill  h.is  Inrre  l)]'()\vn  hand 
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with  our  nuts  or  pop-corn,  greatly  en- 
hanced the  value  of  ^vhat  was  left. 
When  our  parents  invited  him  to  share 
the  hospitality  of  our  homes,  we  thought 
it  a  joyful  holiday.  We  even  went  with 
blithe  heart  and  willing  step  to  the 
weekly  Jews'  jNIeeting,  drawn  tliitlier 
by  the  hope  that  we  might  listen  to  the 
music  of  his  flute.  As  I  look  back,  our 
childish  devotion  seems  to  me  a  beauti- 
ful tribute  to  the  simple-hearted  truth 
of  his  character. 

Now  we  knew  that  our  friend  was 
poor.  There  was  of  course  nothing  un- 
common in  his  poverty;  many,  indeed 
most,  of  tlie  yoTing  men  in  tlic  Seminary 
were  fu]]y  as  impecunious.  Eut  there 
was  something  so  touching  to  us  diil- 
(Irc^n  ]]]  llie  ])()verty  of  our  ^Tr.  Seliauf- 
llcr,  lliat  a  few  of  us  ('()ni])ine(l  to  earn  a 
cloak  that  sliould  protect  Iiim  from  the 


so  Mi:    MKN    OF    OLDKX  TIMi: 


pinching,  piercing  Andover  cold.  To 
do  such  a  thing  to-day  might  seem  a 
shght  matter,  even  to  children  no  older 
than  we;  but  to  attempt  it  in  those  days 
was  an  adventurous  undertaking.  We 
made  a  bedcjuilt,  for  one  thing,  out  of 
small  bits  of  calico.  Xo  more  play  now 
for  us.  Home  we  went  as  soon  as  jNIiss 
Davis  said  "  Amen  ";  and  there  we  pa- 
tiently plied  the  bit  of  polished  steel, 
until  at  last  —  a  long  and  weary  at  last 
—  the  quilt  was  done,  and  my  mother 
paid  us  for  it  tliree  whole  dollars!  Tlie 
bedquilt  is  worn  out  now,  and  most  of 
the  little  fingers  that  wrought  at  it  so 
patiently  have  been  folded  to  their  last 
rest  over  still  hearts;  l)ut  the  interest  of 
this  mite  tlirown  into  the  treasury  of  our 
Lord  is  still  accumulating  unto  tliis  day. 

Some  of  tiie  money  we  nc^eded  ^^•as 
cai'ncd  in  a  more  no\'('l  manner.  A\^hen 
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we  asked  Mrs.  Porter  to  buy  some 
bunches  of  gay  lamplighters  she  re- 
plied, "  I  can  make  my  own.  But," 
pushing  up  her  spectacles  and  turning 
her  brown  eyes  straight  upon  us,  "  I  will 
give  you  twenty-five  cents,  if  you  will 
come  in  every  Wednesday  and  Satur- 
day afternoon,  and  read  aloud  to  me 
'  Jvlason  on  Self-Knowledge.'  " 

Think  of  itl  That  four  little  girls, 
full  of  life  from  the  crowns  of  their 
heads  to  the  soles  of  their  feet,  should 
spend  all  their  holiday  afternoons  read- 
ing Mason  on  Self-Knowledge  "  aloud 
to  this  peculiar  old  lady,  in  the  faint 
ghmmer  of  her  big,  vacr.nt,  tomb-like 
rooms!  A  hurried,  frightened  glance 
passed  from  one  to  another  of  us,  and 
some  one  faltered  out  consent.  We 
scrambled  for  the  door,  but  tlie  quiet 
voice  called  us  back,  and  wc  heard : 
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"  I  want  to  add,  that  as  we  should 
make  every  occasion  one  of  seeking 
Christ,  I  will  give  you  twenty-five  cents 
without,  and  fifty  cents  with  remarks !  " 

"  Mason  on  Self-Knowledge,"  com- 
mented upon  by  Mrs.  Porter!  But  we 
accepted  the  offer,  and  at  the  end  of 
many  long  weeks  received  our  fifty 
cents. 

At  last  the  money  necessary  for  the 
cloak  had  all  been  collected.  I  have  for- 
gotten who  selected  it  for  us,  but  I  have 
a  vivid  remembrance  of  how  it  looked. 
The  material  was  a  red  plaid.  A  full 
skirt,  gathered  into  a  yoke,  descended 
to  the  feet;  and  as  if  this  did  not  give 
sufficient  warmth,  a  full,  square  cape 
came  down  almost  as  far.  A  large  gilt 
clasp  fastened  the  garment  at  the  neck, 
and  two  red  tassels  dangled  midway. 
Imagine  a  student  on  Andover  Hill  to- 
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day  in  this  gay  plumage!  At  that  time 
it  was  not  considered  at  all  showy  or 
out  of  taste,  only  appropriate  and 
becoming. 

Besides  working  hard  over  his  books, 
JNIr.  Schauffler  did  everything  he  could 
towards  earning  his  way.  In  the  work- 
shop where  the  other  students  bungled 
at  cofRns  he  made  a  variety  of  beauti- 
fully wrought  articles,  for  which  there 
was  always  a  demand.  Of  these  things 
our  own  parlor  contained  several;  and 
one  of  them  at  least,  the  stool  of  which 
I  have  spoken,  is  still  in  existence. 

Mr.  Schauffler's  eventful  career  after 
he  left  Andover  is  well  known.  I  have 
always  hoped  that  some  of  the  inspira- 
tion and  energy  he  showed  in  his  labors 
among  tlie  Jews  in  Constantinople  was 
received  from  tlie  Jews'  Meeting  at 
Mrs.  Porter's;  tliat  liis  success  in  hclp- 
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ing  to  translate  the  Bible  was  due  in 
some  measure  to  his  studies  at  Andover ; 
and  that  he  kept  a  warm  corner  in  his 
memory  for  the  four  little  girls  who, 
to  buy  him  a  red  cloak,  pricked  their 
fingers  making  patchwork,  and  on  holi- 
day afternoons  read  "  Mason  on  Seif- 
Knowledge." 

V.   MOSES  STUART 

The  last  person  connected  with  Old 
Andover  whom  I  shall  describe  is  my 
father,  Moses  Stuart,  who  was  professor 
of  Greek  and  Hebrew  at  the  Seminary 
for  nearly  forty  years.  His  home  life 
was  only  an  incident  in  his  scholarly 
career.  Seven  children,  three  boys  and 
four  girls,  soon  filled  his  commodious 
house.  If  we  could  have  brought,  each 
one  of  us,  a  trail  of  exegetical  glory 
from  heaven,  we  should  doubtless  have 
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met  a  warmer  welcome;  but,  after  all, 
we  found  the  kindest  and  most  gen- 
erous of  fathers,  —  when  he  remem- 
bered us.  We  were  there,  we  were 
to  be  cared  for,  to  be  loved,  to  be  edu- 
cated, to  want  nothing  that  he  could 
provide,  but  not  to  interfere  with  the 
work  to  which  he  had  been  called,  and, 
children  or  no  children,  must  faithfully 
perform. 

That  we,  on  our  part,  should  have 
felt  any  particular  interest  in  this  work 
could  hardly  have  been  expected;  I 
doubt  whether,  until  we  had  left  our 
happy  childliood  behind  us,  we  had 
much  idea  what  it  was.  We  saw  books 
printed  in  types  unknown  to  us  crowd- 
ing the  study  shelves  and  tables.  We 
looked  witli  awe  upon  the  piles  of  maiui- 
scrii)t  written  in  the  neat,  characteristic 
liandwriliiig  (f  our  I'alher,  wondering 
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what  they  could  all  be  about.  It  was 
the  Bible,  of  course;  but  why  the  Bible? 
Did  God  need  a  new  interpreter?  If 
so,  and  our  father  had  been  chosen,  was 
that  the  reason  he  was  named  Moses, 
the  name  borne  by  that  other  Moses 
who  wrote  the  Ten  Commandments  on 
those  wonderful  tables  of  stone? 

I  think  it  must  have  come  to  us  early 
that  w^e  were  born  to  no  common  lot. 
Andover  homes  were,  every  one  of  them 
on  that  sacred  Hill,  withdrawn  in  a 
monastic  seclusion  from  the  rest  of  the 
world.  Strict  Puritan  rules  governed 
every  household,  and  yet  the  young  life 
obeyed  the  Must  and  Must  Not  of  the 
regime.  To  us  as  a  family  this  was  most 
imperative;  for  our  mother,  VAsest  and 
kindest  of  all  mothers,  kept  the  fact  con- 
stantly before  us  that  our  father  was 
chosen  and  set  apart  from  the  rest  of 
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the  world  to  do  a  great  and  important 
work. 

His  appearance  has  been  well  de- 
scribed by  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes  in 
his  reminiscences  of  his  school-days  at 
Andover.    He  writes: 

Of  the  noted  men  of  Andover  the 
one  whom  I  remember  best  was  Pro- 
fessor Moses  Stuart.  His  house  was 
nearly  opposite  the  one  in  which  I  re- 
sided, and  I  often  met  him  and  listened 
to  him  in  the  chapel  of  the  Seminary. 
I  have  seen  few  more  striking  figures 
in  my  life  than  his,  as  I  remember  it. 
Tall,  lean,  with  strong,  bold  features, 
a  keen,  scholarly,  accipitrinc  nose,  thin, 
expressive  lips,  great  solemnity  and  im- 
pressiveness  of  voice  and  manner,  he 
was  my  early  model  of  a  classic  orator. 
His  air  was  Roman,  his  neck  long  and 
hnvc  like  Cic(^ro's,  and  his  tof^a  —  tliat 
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is  his  broadcloth  cloak  —  was  carried 
on  his  arm  whatever  might  have  been 
the  weather,  with  such  a  statue-like, 
rigid  grace  that  he  might  have  been 
turned  into  marble  as  he  stood,  and 
looked  noble  by  the  side  of  the  antiques 
of  the  Vatican."  ^ 

It  is  a  difficult,  almost  a  hopeless,  task 
to  sketch  the  character  of  one  who,  with 
delicate,  poetical,  literary  tastes,  yet 
gave  his  whole  soul  to  dry,  grammatical 
exegesis  until  he  considered  the  inter- 
pretation of  a  word,  even  of  a  vowel,  to 
contain  a  truth  of  the  utmost  impor- 
tance t0  the  welfare  of  the  sin-ridden 
world.  It  was  the  whole-souled  earnest- 
ness of  his  work,  his  strong  belief  in  it 
and  its  importance,  that  made  his  daily 
life  so  scholarly  and  set  apart* 

'  "  Vaf^es  from  an  Old  Volume  of  Life,"  p.  149.  Hough- 
ton, Mifnin  and  Co.,  1891. 
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This  may  be  better  understood 
through  a  simple  and  famihar  record  of 
his  every-day  home  life  during  his  long 
professional  work  at  Andover.  There 
is  little  to  relate  of  anecdote  or  even 
of  the  usual  experiences  of  a  quiet  New 
England  town.  From  his  study  to  the 
chapel  of  the  Theological  Seminary, 
back  and  forth,  day  after  day,  meeting 
no  one,  but  in  the  silence  and  solitude 
through  which  he  walked  hearing  and 
recognizing  the  song  of  every  bird  that 
caroled  on  the  trees ;  noting  the  changes 
in  the  elms  which  he  had  loved  ever  since 
he  had  seen  the  tiny  twig  planted  in  the 
rough,  new  ground;  watching  through 
the  brief  summer  days  for  the  flowers 
that  sometimes  dotted  his  path;  over- 
looking no  slightest  thing  in  earth  or 
sky  that  God  had  given,  —  such  was 
liis  life. 
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He  brought  into  his  daily  life  many 
of  the  habits  acquired  when  he  was  a 
farmer's  boy.  He  felt  that  every  mo- 
ment passed  in  sleep,  after  the  most 
rigorous  demands  of  nature  were  satis- 
fied, was  lost  time.  In  summer  at  four, 
and  in  winter  at  five,  he  was  astir;  and 
the  occupations  of  the  day  began.  In 
summer  his  garden  was  his  delight.  To 
this  he  went  when  Andover  Hill  was 
still  wrapped  in  sleep.  His  trim  beds, 
whether  of  flowers  or  of  vegetables, 
were  always  in  luxuriant  order.  To 
bring  in  the  earliest  flowers  for  the 
breakfast-table,  to  surprise  his  family 
with  some  fine  home-grown  fruit,  gave 
him  keen  pleasure.  That  these  results 
were  not  obtained  without  difl^culty  is 
plain  from  a  reminiscence  by  one  of  his 
pupils. 

"  I  well  remember,"  writes  Dr.  Way- 
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land,  "  that  on  one  occasion  he  needed 
a  httle  assistance  in  getting  in  his  hay, 
and  indicated  to  his  class  that  he  would 
be  gratified  if  some  of  us  would  help  him 
for  an  hour  or  two.  There  was,  of 
course,  a  general  turnout.  The  crop 
was  a  sorry  one,  and  as  I  was  raking 
near  him,  I  intimated  to  him  something 
of  the  kind.  I  shall  never  forget  his 
reply:  'Bah!  was  there  ever  climate 
and  soil  like  this!  Manure  the  land  as 
much  as  you  will,  it  all  leaches  through 
this  gravel,  and  very  soon  not  a  trace 
of  it  can  be  seen.  If  you  plant  early, 
everything  is  liable  to  be  cut  off  by  the 
late  frosts  of  spring.  If  you  plant  late, 
your  crop  is  destroyed  by  the  early 
frosts  of  autumn.  If  you  escape  these, 
the  burning  sun  of  summer  scorches 
your  crop,  and  it  perishes  by  heat  and 
drouglit.    If  none  of  tliese  evils  ovcr- 
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take  you,  clouds  of  insects  eat  up  your 
crop,  and.  what  the  caterpillar  leaves 
the  canker-worm  devours.'  Spoken  in 
his  deliberate  and  solemn  utterance, 
I  could  compare  it  to  nothing  but 
the  maledictions  of  one  of  the  old 
prophets."  ^ 

In  winter  he  walked  to  the  village,  if 
possible,  or  around  the  square.  When 
walking  or  working  in  the  open  air  was 
absolutely  impossible,  he  took  refuge  in 
his  wood-house,  accomplishing  in  a  deft 
and  rapid  manner  feats  an  Irishman 
might  envy.  The  one  thing  that  must 
be  accomplished  was  to  bring  his  ex- 
hausted nervous  system  into  such  a  con- 
dition that  he  could  do  hard  mental 
work  and  do  it  well.  To  this  one  great 
end  he  made  the  most  every-day  inci- 
dents subordinate,  and  amid  pain  and 

*  *'  Scmi-Centennial  Celebration,"  p.  158.  Andover,  1859. 
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weakness  and  discouragement  he  ac- 
complished his  purpose. 

His  exercise  taken,  he  was  ready  for 
his  hreakfast,  and  woe  to  any  mischance 
by  which  it  and  the  whole  family  were 
not  ready  for  him.  I  have  pictures  in 
my  memory  of  sleepy  little  children 
hurrying  into  their  clothes,  and  rushing 
l^ell-mell  do^\Ti-stairs,  v»  hen  his  step  was 
heard  on  the  graveled  walk  in  front  of 
the  house.  To  be  late  at  breakfast  was 
an  offense;  to  be  absent  was  not  allow- 
able except  in  case  of  illness.  Break- 
fast was  often  a  silent  meal.  The  hour 
was  still  early:  in  winter  we  ate  by  the 
liglit  of  tallow  candles.  The  exercise 
had  not  yd  recuperated  INIr.  Stuart's 
tired  nervous  system,  and  stilhiess  acted 
beneficially  with  the  smoking  food. 

Then  followed  family  prayers.  These 
often   iudirated  the  character  of  the 
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previous  night.  Had  it  been  quiet 
and  restful,  there  were  uttered  bright 
and  hopeful  as  well  as  devout  words; 
but  had  there  been  sleeplessness,  or  the 
hardly  less  distressing  visions  of  the 
night,  nothing  found  voice  but  the  most 
pathetic  entreaties  to  his  God  for  rest 
and  solace,  "  before  being  taken  away 
to  be  seen  here  no  more  forever."  These 
moods  generally  passed  with  the 
"  Amen."  It  was  as  if  having  told  all 
to  the  divine  Orderer  of  Events,  sick- 
ness and  death  were  no  longer  his  care, 
and  he  had  nothing  more  to  do  but  take 
up  his  waiting  work.  From  family 
prayers  he  went  directly  to  his  study. 

To  show  how  entirely  the  life  of  the 
whole  family  was  affected  by  that  of  its 
scholarly  head,  I  may  say  that  almost 
every  room  in  the  house  was  known,  at 
one  time  or  another,  by  the  name  of 
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"  the  study."  TJie  study  of  later  years 
was  a  large  upper  chamber  facing  south. 
It  was  not  a  cheerful  room:  old  brown 
paper  of  a  stiff  pattern  covered  the 
walls,  and  four  yellow  maps  of  Pales- 
tine hmig  where  they  could  be  most 
readily  used.  In  one  corner  a  small 
bookcase  stood  upon  a  chest  of  drawers. 
The  case  was  full  of  well-worn  Yolumcs, 
bound  in  Russia  leather,  and  the  chest 
was  stored  with  sermons,  lectures,  and 
other  professional  papers.  A  square 
study  table,  and  a  high  desk  beside  a 
window  were  both  methodically  ar- 
ranged with  implements  for  writing  and 
\Yith  books  wanted  daily,  sucli  as  lexi- 
cons and  Bibles  in  various  tongues. 
Near  by  was  a  large  fireplace,  with  a 
l)lain  wooden  mantelpiece,  crowded  with 
books.  The  otlier  furniture  of  tlie  room 
was  ])lain  and  old-fasliioncd,  noticing 
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being  admitted  except  what  was  indis- 
pensable. Over  the  mantelpiece  hung 
a  silver  watch  which  ticked  for  over 
fifty  years,  measuring  off  days,  wrecks, 
and  months,  rich  in  God's  work. 

When  the  door  of  this  room  was  shut, 
it  was  set  apart  from  daily  life  as  com- 
pletely as  if  it  had  been  transported 
to  another  world.  Immediately  every 
member  of  the  household  began  to  move 
about  on  tiptoe;  and  whatever  words 
were  spoken  were  uttered  in  subdued 
tones.  From  that  moment  until  twelve, 
only  a  matter  of  the  utmost  importance 
made  permissible  a  knock  upon  the 
study  door.  Visitors,  no  matter  from 
what  distance  or  of  what  social  and  lit- 
erary standing,  were  all  denied  admit- 
tance. Business  exigencies  were  ig- 
nored; and.  any  Seminary  student  who 
unluckily  forgot  the  hours  was  sent 


[175] 


OLD    ANDOVER  DAYS 


Wednesday  Morning. 

My  dear  Sir,  —  Unexpectedly  I  have  come 
upon  an  exigency,  this  morning,  wh.  renders  an 
appeal  to  the  Coran  necessary.  Will  you  do  me 
the  kindness  to  send  me  the  //  Vol.  of  MaraccinSy 
wh.  has  the  Arab,  text,  with  the  Versions  and 
Notes,  (for  I  want  both  these),  if  I  rightly 
remember.  Should  it  not  be  so,  you  may  send 
the  copy  of  Sale's  Coran  therewith. 

I  am  sorry  to  trouble  you;  but  I  must  find 
my  way  blocked  up,  unless  I  can  make  the 
appeal  in  question. 

Yours  truly, 

M.  Stuart. 

Another  librarian,  later  the  Rev. 
John  Todd,  d.d.,  reports: 

The  rapidity  with  which  he  exam- 
ined books  was  wonderful.  The  whole 
library  was  his  lexicon,  lieing  librarian 
during  my  senior  year,  I  had  occasion 
to  marvel  over,  as  well  as  to  handle,  the 
whole  wheelbarrow  loads  he  would  send 
back  on  tlie  close  of  every  \cvm.  Tie 
took  out,  T  think,  more  l)0()ks  than  all 
the  rest  of  the  Seminary." 
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It  was  always  high  holiday  for  his 
family  when  there  arrived  in  one  of  the 
slow  sailing-vessels  a  package  of  books 
bearing  a  foreign  mark.  For  weeks, 
perhaps,  it  had  been  anxiously  looked 
for.  Every  morning  the  small  gilt  vane 
on  the  Seminary  chapel  had  been  in- 
spected to  see  whether  the  wind  was 
favorable  for  the  coming  ship;  every 
evening  the  last  ray  of  daylight  was 
used  for  the  same  purpose;  and  never 
did  an  adverse  wind  howl  more  loudly 
around  our  house,  or  a  storm  seem  more 
pitiless,  than  when  it  delayed  the  com- 
ing of  the  much  coveted  treasures. 

It  would  have  been  a  study  for  an 
artist,  —  the  face  of  my  father,  when, 
the  books  at  last  his,  the  whole  family 
was  called  together  to  see  and  admire 
them.  His  eyes,  usually  a  little  dull, 
seemed  to  flash  with  delight.    His  lips, 
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always  his  most  expressive  feature, 
quivered  with  emotion.  The  arrival  of 
the  books  was  to  him  like  the  coming  of 
much  beloved,  much  longed-for  friends, 
with  whom  he  looked  forward  to  spend- 
ing hours  of  delightful  and  congenial 
companionship. 

Precisely  as  the  college  clock  struck 
twelve  there  came  an  energetic  pushing 
back  of  chair  and  footstool,  and  the 
whole  family  drew  a  long  breath  of 
relief.  JNIorning  study  hours  were  over, 
and  we  were  once  more  free! 

Coming  out  of  his  room,  always  with 
a  pale,  weary  face,  the  professor  went 
without  delay  to  his  exercise  again; 
seeking  the  garden,  the  grounds,  the 
wood-pile,  or  the  walk,  as  the  season  or 
the  weather  made  most  desirable.  Then 
home  just  in  time  for  the  half-past- 
tv/elve  dinner,  whicli,  hkc  the  breakfast. 
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must  always  be  on  the  table  at  the  ap- 
pointed moment,  with  the  family  in  in- 
stant readiness  to  partake.  As  he  was 
a  thorough  dyspeptic,  the  matter  of 
food  was  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
him.  He  was  not  dainty,  but  he  re- 
quired and  provided  the  very  best  the 
market  afforded;  and  it  was  curious  to 
notice  how  even  the  tones  and  words  of 
the  blessing  he  invoked  were  affected  by 
what  was  spread  before  him.  Good, 
nourishing  food  braced  the  spent  nerv- 
ous system,  and  gave  tone  and  elas- 
ticity to  the  exhausted  vitality,  and  con- 
sequent sunny  views  of  life  and  its 
occupations. 

After  dinner  came  the  social  hour  of 
the  day.  If  we  had  any  plans  to  make, 
any  requests  to  proffer,  now  was  the 
moment.  Indeed,  this  was  the  only  time 
when  home  and  its  needs  seemed  to  have 
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any  place  in  the  professor's  thoughts. 
Then  a  newspaper,  a  review,  or  some 
book  not  connected  with  his  studies,  was 
in  his  hand,  but  he  was  ready  to  put  it 
down  if  any  other  object  of  interest 
presented  itself.  If  not,  the  reading 
continued  until  his  lecture,  which  was 
delivered  in  the  afternoon,  and  occu- 
pied about  an  hour,  or  sometimes  two. 
This  duty  over,  came  the  exercise  again, 
the  early  tea,  and  family  prayers;  and 
evening  was  entered  upon  at  the  first 
approach  of  twilight.  Every  new  lamp 
that  promised  assistance  was  purchased 
as  fast  as  invented,  the  scholar,  with  his 
enthusiasm  for  the  new  and  convenient, 
considering  every  one,  for  a  time,  better 
than  its  predecessor. 

Studj^  was  never  severe  during  these 
evening  hours.  Now  lie  was  wilHng  to 
be  interrn])tcd,  and  often  liailcd  as  a 
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godsend  the  visit  of  an  agreeable  ac- 
quaintance. Eminently  social  in  his 
literary  labors,  he  found  in  nothing 
greater  pleasure  than  in  discussing  with 
one  of  congenial  tastes  the  work  upon 
which  he  was  for  the  time  engaged;  and 
if  he  absorbed  the  lion's  share  of  the 
conversation,  his  listener  was  never 
wearied,  and  seldom  failed  to  go  away 
a  wiser  and  a  better  man.  With  a 
friend  in  whose  companionship  he  took 
especial  pleasure,  he  read  Greek  plays 
in  the  evening  for  several  winters,  show- 
ing all  the  enthusiasm  of  a  young  man, 
and  the  critical  acumen  of  a  ripe  scholar. 

This  until  nine  o'clock;  but  the  mo- 
ment the  hands  of  the  old  mahogany 
clock  pointed  to  that  hour,  night  with 
the  time  for  needed  rest  had  come. 
After  nine  no  guest  lingered  who  under- 
stood the  regime  of  this  student's  life. 
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We  children  would  us  soon  have  been 
expected  to  get  up  a  dance  or  a  card- 
party  as  to  be  from  home  or  out  of  our 
beds  when  that  hour  had  come.  INIany 
hairbreadth  escapes  we  had  from  de- 
tection, many  frights,  and  many  awk- 
w^ard  contretemps.  Gentlemen  callers 
from  the  Seminary,  ignorant  of  the  nine 
o'clock  rule,  or  for  some  unexplainable 
reason  unmindful  of  the  lateness  of  the 
hour,  have  been  timidly  but  urgently 
requested  by  one  or  another  of  the  foiu* 
daughters  of  the  house  to  leave  cau- 
tiously by  the  side  door.  In  the  main, 
however,  the  law  was  another  of  the 
]Medes  and  Persians,  and  kept  as  invio- 
lable as  it  could  have  been  kept  by  seven 
young  people  full  of  occupations  and 
amusements.  Dogs  and  cats,  window- 
blinds,  gates,  everything  imaginable  or 
uuimagiuablc,  were  now  under  the  ban 
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of  stillness.  It  was  not  a  common  still- 
ness that  was  required;  but  the  only- 
stillness  considered  such  by  a  man  whose 
sleep  was  that  of  a  diseased  nervous 
system  and  an  overtaxed  brain.  Often 
during  the  wakeful  hours  which  drew 
their  slow  length  along,  there  came  from 
the  professor's  room  the  same  wailing 
prayer  which  had  ushered  in  his  day  of 
work;  and  often  he  might  have  been 
met  gliding  around  the  house,  seeking 
for  rest  but  finding  none. 

When  he  had  grown  old  and  feeble, 
it  was  a  great  delight  to  him  to  have 
one  of  the  young  students  at  the  Semi- 
nary come  in  to  read  to  him;  and  the 
hour  was  often  forgotten  in  the  interest 
of  the  book.  Light  literature,  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life,  he  then  indulged  in 
freely.  He  would  often  say  to  his 
daughters  when  they  were  reading  to 
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liim,  "  You  sec  the  good  of  keeping  this 
till  you  are  old ;  it  is  a  tonic  to  me  now." 
It  was  not  an  unusual  thing  for  him  to 
come  quietly  into  the  room  where  these 
books  were  kept,  possess  himself  of  the 
novel,  his  interest  in  which  could  not  be 
postponed,  and  inform  us  of  the  de- 
nouement  at  the  tea-table. 

That  the  trend  of  his  studies  did  not 
narrow  his  mind,  or  the  quiet  AndoYcr 
life  dull  his  sympathies  toward  all  the 
great  onward  movements  of  the  world, 
is  a  matter  of  surprise;  but  to  the  last 
of  his  busy  life  no  one  saw  more  quickly 
or  enjoyed  more  keenly  the  promise  of 
a  wonderful  future.  Vividly  comes  tlie 
memory  of  a  lovely  Sunday  morning 
when,  as  usual,  we  children,  decorous  in 
Sunday  garb,  surrounded  him  on  the 
way  to  churcli.  His  Saturday  niglit 
weekly   ncws])aper  had   contained  an 


[  ISO  J 


SOME    MEN    OF    OLDEN  TIME 


account  of  a  telescopic  discovery  in  the 
moon.  It  was  not  his  custom  to  allow 
a  weekly  paper  to  be  read  on  the  Sab- 
bath ;  but  certain  it  is  that  on  that  morn- 
ing he  had  seen  the  paper,  had  read  the 
account  of  the  discovery,  and  was  too 
full  of  the  story  to  reserve  it  for  the  pro- 
fane Monday  so  far  away.  His  pale 
face  alight  with  his  interest,  looking 
from  one  to  another  of  us,  he  explained 
rapidly  what  had  been  discovered.  We 
listened  enthusiastically,  while  the  sol- 
emn bell  of  the  chapel  tolled  unheeded 
reproofs.  When  the  first  steam-engine 
drew  its  train  of  cars  through  the  pleas- 
ant m^eadows  that,  stretching  back  of 
his  house,  bordered  the  Shawsheen 
River,  we  were  at  the  dinner-table. 
He  started  from  his  seat,  and  clasp- 
ing his  hands  as  if  in  prayer,  said  fer- 
vently, "Thank  God!  thank  God!" 
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lie  seemed  sometimes  to  put  aside  his 
usual  calm  judgment,  and  to  enjoy  an 
improbability  with  particular  enthusi- 
asm. It  seems  almost  hard  to  think  how 
much  he  lost  by  dying  before  electricity, 
photography,  the  Atlantic  cable,  the 
telephone,  X-rays,  and  all  the  other 
modern  marvels  had  been  discovered 
and  invented;  but  perhaps  in  that  other 
life  he  pities  us,  that  in  our  ignorance 
we  should  pity  him. 

Such  days  stretched  out  into  j^ears 
with  little  of  change,  and  such  years 
into  half  a  century  of  work.  Time  mel- 
lowed the  life,  smoothing  the  rougher 
edges,  and  ripening  and  perfecting  the 
Christian  scholar.  We  children  grew 
from  childhood  to  maturity,  and  one 
after  another  dropped  out  from  the  still, 
monastic  life  of  iVndovcr  Tlill  into  the 
great  working  world.    Often,  however, 
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we  carried  back  into  the  seclusion  of  our 
old  home  the  interests  of  our  new  Hves, 
to  gladden  the  failing  days  of  our 
father.  In  him  we  always  found  the 
same  enthusiasm  for  the  new,  and  the 
same  hopeful  plans  for  fresh  work  yet 
to  be  accomplished.  But  the  scholar's 
task  was  not  to  be  finished  here.  In 
the  howling  of  a  fierce  winter  storm  he 
listened  to  the  summons,  Well  done, 
good  and  faithful  servant,  enter  thou 
into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord." 
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